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| An Ace o v Nr of the 


| Life and Writings of the Author. 


of St. Stephen, Wallbrook, in 1666. The 
Family of Yanbrugh were for many Years 


| Merchants of great Credit and Reputation 


-_ 


. 
— 


QIR Jobn Vanbrugh, an eminent dramatic 
Writer, Son of Mr. Giles Vanbrugb of 
London, Merchant, was born in the Pariſh 


at Antwerp, and came into England in the 


reign of Queen. Elizabeth, on accouut of the 
Perſecution for Religion. N 

Sir John received a very liberal Education, 
and at the Age of nineteen, was ſent by his 

Father to France, where he continued ſome 


Years: He became very eminent for his 


Poetry, to which he diſcovered an early pro- 


penſion. pity it is that this agreeable. 
Writer had not diſcovered. his Wit without 
any mixture of that Licentiouſneſs, which, 
tho' it pleaſed, tended to corrupt the Audience. 


The Relapſe was. the firſt Play our Author 


produced, but not the firſt he had written; 
for he had at that time by him, all the Scenes 
of the Frovol d iſe, but being then doubtful 
whether he ever ſhould truſt it to the Stage, 
he flung it by, and thought no more of it: 
Why the laſt written Play was firſt acted, 
and for what reaſon they were given to dif- 
ferent Stages, what follows will explain. 


A'S and 


| Upon our Author's. firſt Step into public 
Life, when he was but anEnſignin the Army, 


F 
and had a Heart greatly above his Income, 
he happened ſomewhere at his Winter Quar- 


ters, upon a ſlender Acquaintance with Sir 


Thomas Skipwith, to receive a particular Ob- 
| ligation from him, and many Years after- 
wards, when Sir Thomas's Intereſt in a The- 
atrical Patent (which he had a large Share in, 
though he little concerned himſelf in the 


Conduct of it) was riſing but very ſlowly, 


Sir Jobn thought that to give it a lift by a 
new Comedy, might be the handſomeſt Re- 
turn he could make. to thoſe his former Fa- 
vours; accordingly he ſoon after finiſhed the 
Relapſe, or Virtu? in Danger, which was acted 
at the Theatre in Drury-Lane in 1696, with 
- univerſal Applauſe. rh: . 
Upon the Succeſs of the Relap/e, the late 
Lord Hallifax, who was a favourer of Ber- 
terton's Company, having formerly heard 
ſore Scenes of the Provoꝶ d M iſe read to him, 
engaged Sir John Vanbrugb to reviſe it, and 
give it to that Company. This was a Re- 
queſt not to be refuſed to ſo eminent a Pa- 
tron of the Muſes as Lord Hallifax, who 
was equally a Friend and Admirer of Sir 
John himſelf ; nor was Sir Thomas Skipwith 
in the leaſt diſobliged by fo reaſonable a Com 
pliance. The Provok'd Wife was according- 
5 acted at the Theatre in Lincoln s Inn- 
Fields in 1697, with great Succeſss. 
Tho' this Play met with fo favourable a 
Reception, yet it was not without its Ene- 
. . miles; 
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mies; People of the graver ſort blamed the 


looſeneſs of the Scenes, and the unguarded 


freedom of the Dialect; and indeed Sir John 
himſelf appears to have been ſenſible of the 
immorality of his Scenes; ſor in the Year 
1725, when this Play was revived, he thought 
proper to ſubſtitute a new Scene 1n the fourth 
Act, in place of another, in which, in the 
wantonneſrof his Wit, he had made a Rake 
talk like a Rake, in the Habit of a Clergy- 
man; to avoid which Offence, he put the 
ſame Debauchee into the Undreſs of a Wo- 
man of Quality; by which means the Follies. 
he expoſed in the Petticoat, appeared to the 
Audience innocent and entertaining, which 

new Scene is now for the firſt time printed 
a / ouE innnin, 
Soon after the Succeſs of the Provok'd Wife, 
Sir John produced the Comedy of Aſop, in 
two Parts, which was acted at the Theatre- 
Royal in Drury-Lane in 1697. This was 
originally written in French by Mr. Bourſart, 
about ſix years before; but the Scenes of Sir 
Polidorus Hogſtye, the Players, and the Beau, 
were added by our Author. This Play con- 
_ tains a great deal of general Satire, and uſe- 

ful Morality ; notwithſtanding which it met 
with but a cold Reception from the Audience, 
and its run ended in about nine Days. This 
| ſeemed the more ſurprizing, as the French 
Comedy was played to crowded Audiences 
for a Month together. The little Succeſs this 
„ 3 . 


SS TRE CAFE Of 
Piece met with on the Zngli/hþ Stage, can- 
not be better accounted for than in the Words 
of Mr. Cibber, who, ſpeaking of this Play, 
makes the following Obſervation, * The 

Character that delivers Precepts of Wiſ⸗ 
dom is in ſome ſort ſevere upon the Audi- 
tor, for ſhewing him one wiſer than himſelf; 
but when Folly is his Object, he applauds 
* himſelf for being wiſer than the Coxcomb 

he laughs at; and who is not more pleaſ- 
ed with an Occaſion to commend, than to 

„„ oO 2 0 

The next Play our Author wrote was the 
Falſe Friend, a Comedy, which was. atted 
at the Theatre-Royal inDrury-Lane in 1702. 
In 1703, Sir ohn formed a Project of 
building a ſtately Theatre in the Haymarket, 

ſor which he had intereſt enough to get a 
Subſcription of thirty Perſons of Quality, at 

one hundred Pounds each, in conhderation \ 
whereof, every Subſcriber was for his own _ 
Life to be admitted to whatever Entertain- 
ments ſhould be publicly performed there, 
without any farther Payment for Entrance. 
In 1706, when this Houſe was finiſh'd, 
Mr. Betterton and his Co-partners, who then 
acted at the Theatre in Lincoln's Inn- Fields, 
diffolved their Agreement, and put them- 
elves under the direction of Sir John Van- 
brugh and Mr. Congreve, imagining perhaps 
that the Conduct of two ſuch eminent Au- 
thors might give a more proſperous turn o 
1 their 
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their Affairs; that the Plays it would now be 
their intereſt to write for them, would ſoon 


recover the Town to a true Taſte, and be 


an Advantage that no other Company could 


hope for; and that till ſuch Plays could be 


written, the Grandeur of their Houſe, as it 


was a new might allure the Crowd 
to ſupport chem: But if theſe were - ul - 
Views, they foon found their 

upon them was too ſanguine ; for tough Bir 
Jobn was a very expeditious Writer, yet Mr. 
Congreve was too judicious to let any thing. 


come unfiniſhed from his Pen, beſides every 
| prope per convenience of a good Theatre had 
en 


ſacrificed to ſhew the Audience a vaſt 


triumphal Piece of Architecture, in which, 


by means of the ſpaciouſneſs of che Dome, 
Plays could not be ſucceſsfully repreſented, 
becauſe the' Actors could not be diſtinaly | 


heard 


Not longbeforethistime, the Halian Opera 


began to ſteal into England, but in as rude a 
Digue as poſſible: notwithſtanding which, 
the new Monſter pleaſed, though it had nei- 

ther Grace, Melody, nor Action to recom- © 


mend it. To ſtrike in therefore with the 
prevailing Faſhion, Sir ohn and Mr. Con-- 


greve opened their new Theatre with a tran- 
ſlated Opera, ſet to /talian Muſic, called the 


Triumph of Love ; but it met with a very cool 
Reception, being performed only three times 


A 4 Im- 


to thin Houſes. | 


38 -- HE LEE OF: 
I Immediately upon the failure of this Opera, 
Sir John Vanbrugbh brought on his Comedy 
called the Confederacy, taken, but very greatly 
improved, from Les Bourgeoiſes a la mode, of 
Monſieur D' Ancourt. The Succeſs of this 
Play was not equal to its Merit; for it is 
written with an uncommon vein of Wit and 
Humour; which plainly: ſhews that the dif- 
fikulty of hearing diſtinctly in that large 
Theatre, was no ſmall Impediment to the 
Applauſe that might have followed the ſame 
Actors on any other Stage; and indeed every 
Play acted there before the Houſe was al- 
tered, ſeemed to ſuffer greatly from the ſame 

Inconvenience; for what few could plainly 

hear, it was not likely many could applaud. 
In a Word, the Proſpect of Profits from this 
Theatre was ſo very barren, that Mr. Con- 
greve in a few Months gave up his Share in 
it wholly to Sir John Vanbrugb, who, as he, 
had; a happier Talent of throwing the Eug- 
lißb Spirit into his Tranſlations, than any 
other Author who had borrowed from them, 
he in the ſame Seaſon produced the Mifake, 
a Comedy, taken from Le D'epit Amoureux 
of Moliere; and the Country Houſe, a Farce, 
*- tranſlated from the French, which has been 
_ actedatall the Theatres with general Ap- 
—_— 8 
Sir ohn ſoon after wards, thoroughly tired of 
Theatrical Affairs, determined to get rid of 
his Patent on the beſt Terms he could; he 
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accordingly. made an Offer to Mr. Owen 


Swiney of his Houſe, Clothes, and Scenes, 


with the Queen's Licence to employ them, 


upon Payment of the Rent of five Pounds 
upon every acting Day, and not to exceed 
700). in the Year; with which Propoſal Mr. 
Swiney ſoon complied, and managed that 
Stage for ſome Years after. 

Sir John is not a little to be admired for 


his Spirit, and readineſs in producing Plays 


ſo faſt upon the Neck of one another; for 


notwithſtanding his quick Diſpatch, there is 


a clear and lively Simplicity in his Wit, that 


neither wants the Ornaments of Learning, 


nor has the leaſk ſmell of the Lamp, as the 
Face of a fine Woman, with her Locks 


looſe about her, may then be in its greateſt 
Beauty; fuch were his Productions only 
adorned by Nature. And there is beſides 
ſomething ſo catching to the Ear, and, fo 
eaſy to the Memory in all he writ, that it 
has been obſerved by all the Actors 'of thoſe 
times, the Stile of no Author whatſoever _ 
gave their Memory leſs trouble, than that of 
Sir Jobn Vanbrugb. And indeed his Wit and 


Humour was ſo little laboured, that his moſt 


entertaining Scenes ſeem to be no more than 
his common Converſation committed to 
1 5 As his Conceptions were ſo full of 

Life and Humour, it is not much to be won- 
dered at, if his Muſe ſnould be ſometimes 


too warm to wait the ſlow Pace of Judgment, 


5 | IM - 


IO THE LIFE, Sc.. 
or to endure the Drudgery of forming a re- 
lar Fable to them. 

' Beſides the Plays already mentioned, Sir 
John left behind him part of a Comedy called 
Journey to London, which has ſince been 
made an entire Play of, by Mr. Cibber, and 

called the Provoked Huſband, and was acted 
at the Theatre-Royal in Drury-Lane in 1727, 
for twenty-eight Nights ſucceſſively, with 
univerſal Applauſe. 
In 1703 he was appointed Clarencieux 
King of Arms, and in 1706 was commil- 
ſioned by Queen Anne to carry the Habit 
and TE of the Order of the Garter to the 
late King, then at Hanover; he was like- 
wiſe Comptroller-General of the Board of 
Works, and Surveyor of the Gardens and 
Waters. In the Year 1714 he received the 
Order of Knighthood; and in 1719 he mar- 
ried Henrietta Maria, Daughter of Colonel 
Yarborough of Haſlington, near York, by 
whom he had three Children, Carles tie 
eldeſt, was killed at the Battle of Fontens N 
the other two died young. 
Sir John died at his Houſe in Scotland- 
Tard, the 26th of March 1526, and is in- 
terred i in the Family Vault under the Church 
of St. Stephen, Fallbrook, | 
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1 ig O go about to excuſe half the Defects this abor- 
| tive Brat is come into the World with, would 
be to provoke the town with a long uſeleſs Preface, 
when it is, I doubt, ſufficiently ſoured already by a 
tedious plax. 8 
I do therefore (with all the Humility of a repenting 
Sinner) confeſs, it wants every thing but length; 
and in that, I hope, the ſevereſt Critick will be pleaſed 
to acknowledge I have not been wanting. But my 
Modeſty will ſure atone for every thing, when the 
World ſhall know it is ſo great, I am even to this Day 
inſenſible of thoſe two ſhining Graces in the Play 
(which ſome part of the Town is pleaſed to compli- 
ment me with) Blaſphemy and Bawdy. | 
For my part, I cannot find them out: If there were 
any obſcene Expreſſions upon the Stage, here they 
are in the Print; for I have dealt fairly, I have not 
ſunk a Syllable, that cou'd (tho' by racking of Myſte- 
Ties) be ranged under that Head; and yet I believe 
with a ſteddy Faith, there is not one Woman of a 
real Reputation in Town, but when ſhe has read it 
impartially over in her Cloſet, will find it ſo innocent, 
ſhe will think it no Aﬀeont to her Prayer-book, to lay 
it upon the ſame Shelf. So to them (with all manner 
\ of Deference) I entirely refer my Cauſe ; and lam 
| confident they will juſtify me againſt thoſe Pretenders 
to Good-manners, who at the ſame time, have. ſo 
little Reſpect for the Ladies, they wou'd extract a 
bawdy Jeſt from an Ejaculation, to put them out of 
countenance. But I expect to have theſe well-bred 
Perſons always my Enemies, fince I am ſure I ſhall 
never write any thing lewd enough to make them my 
Friends. . 2 
As for the Saints (your thorough - pac'd ones, Imean, 
with ſcrew'd Faces and wry Mouths) I deſpair of them; 
for they are Friends to nobody: They love nothing * 
but their Altars and themſelves; they have too much | 
Zeal to have any Charity; they make Debauches in 
- Piety, as Sinners doin Wine; and are as quarrelſome 
in 


= _WE2PHE FACE 
in their Religion, as other People are in their Drink : 
ſo I hope nobody will mind what they ſay. But if 
any Man (with flat plod Shoes, a little Band, greaſy 
Hair, and a dirty Face, who is wiſer than I, at the 
expence of being forty Years oldet) happens to be 
-offended at a Story of a Cock and a Bull, and a Prieft 
aud a Bull-dog, I beg his pardon with all my Heart; 
which, I hope, I ſhall obtain, by. eating my Words, 
and making this publick Recantation. I do therefore, 
for his Satisfaction, acknowledge I lyed, when I ſaid, 
they never quit their hold; for in that little time I 
Have lived in the World, I thank God I have ſeen 
them forced to it more than once; but next time I 
will ſpeak with more Caution and Truth, and only 
ſay, they have very good Teeth. | | | 
If I have offended any honeſt Gentleman of the 
Town, whoſe Friendſhip or good Word is worth the 
having, I am very ſorry for it ; I hope they will cor- 
rect me as gently as they can, when they conſider I 
have had no other Deſign, in running a very great 
Riſk, than to divert (if poſlible) ſome part of their 
Spleen, in ſpite of their Wives and their Taxes. 
One Word more about the Bawdy, and I have 
done. I own the firſt Night this thing was acted, ſome. 
Indecencies had like to have happened; but it was not 
my Fault. | | PE i 
The fine Gentleman of the Play, drinking his Miſ- 
treſs's Health in Naats Brandy, from fix in the Morn- 
ing to the time he waddled on upon the Stage in the 
Evening, had toaſted himſelf up to ſuch a pitch of 
Vigour, I confeſs I once gave Amanda for gone, and 
am ſince (with all due reſpect to Mrs. Rogers) very 
ſorry the eſcaped; for I am confident a certain Lady 
(let no one take it to herſelf that is handſome) who 
highly blames the Play, for the Barrenneſs of the 
— cluſion, would then have allowed it a very natural 
e. | 5 
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Spoken by Mifs Cross. 


2 4 DIES, this Play in too much haſte was writ, 
Tobeo ercharg'd with either Plot or Wit; 
Tb got, conceiv'd, and born in fix Wi eeks Space, 
And Wit, you know, 's as flow in Growth—as Grace. 
Sure it can ne er be ripen d to your Tafle; 

J doubt ' twill prove our Author bred too faſt : 

For mark em well, abo with the Muſes marry, 

They rarely do conceive, but they miſcarry, 

Tis the hard Fate of thoſe wh'are big with Rhyme, 
Still to be brought to bed before their Time. 

Of our late Poets, Nature few has made; 

The greateftl part—-are only ſo by Trade. 

Still want of ſomething brings the feribling Fit; 
For want of Money ſome of em have writ, 

And others do't, you ſee—for want of Wit. 
Honour, they fancy, fy pace] em to write, 

So out they lug in ræſiy Nature's ſpight, 


A. ſome of Jo 37 ſpruce Beaux do—when you * 


720 let the Kb Wit be mew th yeee 
Some fot it a Man may hope to ſhow, j ; 
Upon a Theme ſo ample—as a Beau, 

So, howſoe'er true Courage may decay, 
Perhaps there's not one Smock- Face here To-day, 1 N 
But's bold as Cæſar, to attack a Play. 

Nay, what's yet more, with an undaunted "TY a 
To do the Thi ng wi th more beroick Grace, | 
"Tis ſix to _ attach the ftrongeſt Place. 
You are 1 Hol ſpurs in tbis kind of Venture, 
Where there's no Breach, juſt there you needs muſt enter. 
But be adwvis'd. | | 
Hen give the Hero and the Critique o'er, 


For Nature ſent you on another ſcore ; 


She form d her Beau, . nothing but ber Whore, 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


Sir Novelty Faſhion, new] created 5 
Lord Fappington, Mr. Cidber.. 
Young Faſbion his Brother, 1 Mr. Kent. 
Loveleſs, Huſband to Amanda, Mr. 9 
ha" 3 3 of = Town, Mr. Povel, 
Sir Twnbelly Clumſey, a Count 
Gentleman, L Mr. Bullock. 
Sir Jobn Friendly, his Neighbour, Mr. Mills. 


_ Coupler, a Matchmaker, Mr. Johnſon. 
Bull, Chaplain to Sir Tunbelly, Mr. Simpſon. 
Syringe, a Surgeon, Mr. Haynes. 

Lory, Servant to young Faſbion, | Mr. Degget. 
| Shoemaker, Taylor, dog anos Oe. \ 
WOMEN. | 
Amanda Wife to Loveleſ, | Mes Rogers. 


; . rn 3 Mrs. Verbruggen. 
Miſs Heyden, a great Fortune 

* Daughter to Sir Twnbe/ly, Þ Mrs. Croft. 

| Nurſe, her Governant, 1 Mrs. Pawel. . 
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ACT i. SCENE. L 


Enter Loveleſs reading. 
X HOW true is that Philoſophy which ſays. . 
ol * Our Heaven is ſeated in our Minds 

H Thro' all the roving Pleaſures of m Youth, 
(Where Nights and Days ow hoy conſum d . 

| in Joy, | 
Where the falſe — 55 Luxury 

Diſplay' d ſuch Charms, 

As might have ſhaken the moſt holy Hermit, 
And made him totter at his Altar;) 

I never knew one Moment's Peace like this. 
Here in this little ſoft Retreat, | 

My Thoughts unbent from all the Cares of Life, 
Content with Fortune, 

Eas'd from the grating Duties of Dependance, 
From Envy free, Ambition under foot, 

The raging Flame of wild deſtructive Luſt | 
Reduc'd to a warm pleaſing Fire of lawful Love, 
My : Life glides on, and all ; is well within. 


Enter Amanda, 


- Lov mo + How does the happy Cauſe of my Con · 
Der kindly. & tent, my dear Amanda? 4 
STE | ou 


Art laſt muſt drop between us. 
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Lou find me muling on my happy State, 


And full of Moms Thoughts to Heaven, and you. 
Ama. Tho teful Offerings Heaven can't receive 
With more Delight than I do: | 
Would I cou'd ſhare with it as well 


The Diſpenſations of its Bliſs. 


That 1 might ſearch its choiceſt Favours out, 
And ſhower em on your Head for ever. 
Low. The largeſt Boons that Heaven thinks fit to grant, 


To Things it has decreed ſhall crawl on Earth, 


Are in the Gift of Woman form'd like you. 
Perhaps when Time ſhall be no more, 


When the aſpiring Soul ſhall take its Flight, 


And drop this pond'rous Lump of Clay cr it, 
It may have Appetites we know not of, 


And Pleaſures as refin'd as its Deſire _—— 


But till that Day of Knowledge ſhall inſtruct me, 
The utmoſt Bleſſing that my Thought can reach, 


[Taking her in bis Arms] Is folded in my Arms, and 


rooted in my Heart. 
eg There let it grow for ever. | 
ov. Well faid, Amanda let it be for ever: 
Wou'd Heaven grant that | 
Ama. Twere all the Heaven I'd afk. . 
But we are clad in black Morality, | 
And the dark Curtain of eternal Night, 


Low. It muſt, that mournful aration we muſt ſee. \ 
A bitter Pill it is to all; but doubles its ungrateful Taſte, 
When Lovers are to ſwallow it. | 

Ama. Perhaps that Pain may only be my Lot, 


You poſſibly may be exempted from it 


Men find out ſofter ways to quench their Fires. 
Low. Can you then doubt my Conftaney, . 

You'll find *tis built upon a ſteddy Baſis- | 

The Rock of Reaſon now ſupports my Love, 

On which it ſtands ſs fix d. 

The rudeſt Hurricane of wild Defire 

Wou'd like the Breath of a foft ſlumbering Babe, 

Paſs by, and never ſhake it. | 
Ama. Vet ſtill tis ſafer to avoid the — 

The ſtrongeſt Veſſels, if they put to Sea, 

May poſſibly be loſt. . 


Wou'd I cou'd keep you here in this calm Port for e ever. 


Forgive the Weakneſs of a Woman, 


1 am uneaſy at your going to * fo long i in Town 5 
I know 


ad 


__ 
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I know its falſe inſinuating Pleaſures; 


I know the Force of its Delufions ; 
I know the Strength of its Attacks; 
I know the weak Defence of Nature ; 


I know you are a Man and 1 — a Wife. 


Low. You know then all that needs to give you Reſt, 
For Wife's the ſtrongeſt Claim that you can urge. 


When you would plead your Title te eh 
On this you may depend; therefore be calm, 


Baniſh your Fears, for they are Traitors to your Peace; 

Beware of them, they are inſinuating buſy Things 

That goſlip to and fro, and do a World of Miſchief 

W come: But you ſhall ſoon be Miſtreſs of em 
» | 

T'H aid you with ſuch Arms for their Deſtruction, 

They never ſhall ere& 'their Heads again. 


You know the Buſineſs is indiſpenſible, that obliges , 
Me to go to London, and you have no Reaſon, that I 
Know of, to believe that I'm glad of the Occaſion: | 


For my honeſt Conſcience is my Witneſs, 

I have found a due Succeſhon of ſuch Charms 

In my Retirement here with you, | | 

I have never thrown one roving Thought that way, 

But ſince, againſt my Will, I'm dragg'd once more 

To that unealy Theatre of Noife, 

I am reſoly'd to make ſuch uſe on't, 

As ſhall convince you tis an old caſt Miſtreſs, 

Who has been fo laviſh-of her Favours, 

She's now grown Bankrupt of her Charms, 

And has not one Allurement left to move me, 
Ama. Her Bow, I do believe, is grown ſo weak 

Her Arrows (at this diſtance) cannot hurt you, 

But in approaching em you give em Strength: 

The Dart that has not far to fly, 

Will put the beſt of Armour to a dangerous Trial. 
Low. That Trial paſt, and y'are at eaſe for ever; 


When you have feen the Helmet prov'd, | 


You'll apprehend no more for him that wears it : 

Therefore to put a laſting Period to your Fears, 

Jam reſolv'd, this once, to launch into Temptation, 

I'll give you an Eſſay of all my Virtues ; 

My former boon Companions of the Bottle 

Shall fairly try what Charms are left in Wine : 

LIl take my Place amongſt them, 

They ſhall hem me in, | | 

Sing Praiſes to their God, and drink his Glory; 4 
| | | urn 
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2 wild Enthuſiaſts for his ſake, 
And Beaſts to do him Honour: 
Whilſt I, a ſtubborn Atheiſt, ; 
Sullenly look on, | 
Without one Reverend Glaſs to his Divinity. | 
That for my Temperance, | -- 
Then for my Conſtancy —— 
Ama. Ay, there take heed. 
Lov. Indeed the Danger's ſmall, 
Ama. And yet my Fears are great. 
Lo. Why are you ſo timorous ? | 
ng: —_ you ws V Xn 8 
|  - Low, ourage ſhould diſperſe your 1enſions. 
. 44. A Apprehenſions hould — rere 
oo Fy. fy, Fanny" it is not kind thus to diſtru me. 
Ama. And yet my Fears are founded on my Love. 
Low. Your nk then 1s not founded as it g's 3 
For if you can believe tis poſſible 
I ſhou'd again relapſe to my paſt Follies, 
I muſt appear to you a thing 
DO ſuch an undigeſted Compoſition, 8 
That but to think of me with Inclination. 
A Wou'd be a Weakneſs in your Taſte, . 
Your Virtue ſcarce cou'd anſwer. . 
Ama. Twou d be a Weakneſs in my Tongue, 
My Prudence cou'd not anſwer, \ 
II I mou' d preſs you farther with my Fears; |. ; 
I' therefore trouble you no longer with em. 
Low. Nor ſhall they trouble you much longer, 
A little time ſhall ſhew you they were race, 5H 3 
This Winter ſhall be the fiery Trial of my Virtue 5 
Which, when it once has paſt, 1 4 
' You'll be convinc'd twas of no falſe Allay, 
T here all your Cares will end | 
Ama. Pray Heaven they may; [Exeunt Hand in Hand. | 


| SCENE, Whitehall. . 
Enter Young Faſhion, Lory, and Waterman. 


LY; Fal. . pay the Waterman, and take the 
| Portmanteau. 
| Faith, Sir; I think the Waterman had as good 
take e Pormanteau, and pay himſelf. _ 
Z. Faſh. Why ſure there's ſomething left in't. 
$ Lory. But a 7 old a upon my Honour, 
ir. 
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Y. Faß. Why , what 8 become of the blue Coat, 


N 


Lory. Sir, twas eaten at Grav _ ; the Reckoning 
3 thirty Shillings, and your 
but two Half- Crowns. 
Y. Faſh. Tis very well. 


Wat. Pray, Maſter, willy 155 thay to diſpatch me? 


Guinea ? 


Lory. [afide.) disd 


T. Faſb. Ay, here a —— Canſt thou change me a 


Wat. Change a Guinea, Matter Ha, ha, your Ho- 
nour's pleas'd to compliment. 

T. a. I.gad I don't know ou 1 ſhall pay thee, | 
| «0 for 1 hive nothing but Gold about me. 


Lory. [ Aſde.]—— Hum; hum. 
Y. Faſb. What doſt thou expect, Friend? 


Wat. Why, Maſter, ſo far againſt Wind and Tide, is 


nen, worth half a Piece. 
T. Faſb. Why, faith, I think thou art a good con- 
ſcionable Fellow. I'gad, I begin to have ſo good an Opi- 


nion of thy Honeſty, I care not if I leave my Portmanteau 
with thee, till I ſend thee thy Money. + 
Wat. Ha! God bleſs your Honour: I ſhould be as wll- 
ling to truſt you, Maſter, but that you are, as a Man may 
lay, a Stranger to me, and theſe are nimble Times; there 
are a great _— Sharpers ſtirring. [Taking up the Port- 
I, Maſter, when your Worſhip ſends the 
Money, yourPortmanteau ſhall be forth-coming, my Name's 
Tugg, my Wife keeps a Brandy-ſhop in Dreb-Ally at 2 5 5 


manteau.) We 


Ping. 


T. Faſb. Very well; PI ſend for't to-morrow. 
. $6 


Faſh. How ſo, Sir? 
Lory. Why you have nothing left.to take care of. 
Y. Faſb. Yes, Sirrah, I have myſelf and you to take 
care of ſtill. 
Lory. Sir, if you cou'd but prevail with dne body elſe 


5 do that for you, I taney we N 1 fare the * 
n 


T. Faſb. Why, if thou canſt tell me where to ap 7 
myſelf, I have at preſent ſo little Money, and ſo much wy 


Ag about me, I don't know but I * eine a Fool's 


Lory. 


vy Purſe was 85 


[ Exit Nat. 
| Nun Sir, I hope you'll! own yourſelf a 
happy Man, you have outliv'd all your ( Cares. 85 
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' Lory. Why then, Sir, your Fool adviſes you to lay aſide 
all A; and apply to Sir Nowelty your elder Brother. 
Z. Fa/b. Damn my elder Brother, | 
Lory. With all my Heart; but get him to redeem your 
Annuity however. WE 
T. Faſh. My Annuity! S'death, he's ſuch a Dog, 
he would not give his Powder-Puff to redeem my Soul. 
| dans: Lok you, Sir, you muſt wheedle him, or you 
muſt ſtarve. : 


T. Faſh. Look you, Sir, I will neither wheedle him, nor 
e | | 


Lory. Why? what will you do then? 
N. Faß. Fll go into the Army. WEED 
Lory. You can't take the Oaths; you are a Jacobite. | 
T. Faſh. Thou may ſt as well ſay I can't take Orders 
becauſe I'm an Atheiſt. 1 5 65 
Lory. Sin, I aſk your Pardon; I find I did not know 
the Strength of your Conſcience, fo well as I did the 
Weakneſs of your Purſe. | hos at 
T. Fa/h. Methinks, Sir, a Perſon of your Experience 
ſhould. have known, that the Strength of the Conſcience. 
proceeds from the Weakneſs of the Purſe. La 
Tory. Sir, I am very glad to find you have a Conſcience 
able-to take-care of us, let it proceed from what it will ; 
but I defire you'll pleaſe to conſider, that the Army alone 
will be but a ſcanty Maintenance for a Perſon of your Ge- 
neroſity (at- leaſt as Rents now are pede) I ſhall fee — 
ſtand in damnable need of ſome auxiliary Guineas for your 
Menu Plaifirs.; I will therefore turn Fool once more for, 
your Service, and adviſe you to go directly to your Brother. 
Y. Faſh. Art thou then fo impregnable a Blockhead, to 
elieve he'll help me with a Farthing ? | 5 
| 2 Not 55 you treat him, De haut en bas, as you uſe 
T. Faſh. Why, how wou'dſt have me treat him? 
Lory. Like a Trout, tickle him. | 
T. Faßb. I can't flatter ———— 
Lory. Can you ſtarve ? 
2 inten, 6 Oleg! 
ory. 1 can't; Good-by-t'ye, Sir-—_—_— [Gong. 
: Fab. Stay, thou wilt Aras me. What „ou 1 
thou have me to ſay to him? %% pO TT 
Lory. Say nothing to him, apply yourſelf to his Fa- 
Vourites; ſpeak. to his Perriwig, his Cravat, his Feather, 
huis Snuff- box, and when you are well with W 75 
| | WII 
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defire him to lend you a Thouſand Pounds, I'll engage 
you proſper. , 1 | 
Y. Faſh. S'death and Furies! Why was that Cox- 
comb thruſt into the World before me? O Fortune 
Fortune Thou art a Bitch by Gad——— [ Exeunt. 


SCENE, A dre/ing Room. 
Enter Lord Foppington in his Nigbt-Goaun. 


L. Fop. | "ag reg [Enter Page. 
| Page. Sir. : 
L. Fop. Sir; Pray, Sir, do me the Favour to teac h 
your 2 the Title the King has thought fit to honour 
me wol ES X | | 
Page. TI aſk your Lordſhip's Parden, my Lord. 
L. Fop. O, 2 can pronounce the Word then. I 
thought it would have choak d you D' ye hear. 
Page. My Lord, | 24 
L. Top. Call La Ke. 2 wou'd dreſs . ¶ Exit Page. 


5 | olus. 
Well, *tis an unſpeakable Pleaſure to be a Man of Qua- 
e eee, ce clue ſe 

ip My Lord Foppington———Ah ! ce quelque choſe. 
de CE ue le Diable — treat ff quelg Je 

Why the Ladies were ready to puke at me, whilſt 1 
had nothing but Sir Nawelty to recommend me to em 
Sure whilſt I was but a Knight, 1 was a very nauſeous 
Fello —— Well, tis Ten Thouſand Pa well given. 


A Enter La Varole. i | 

Me Lord, de Shoemaker, de Taylor, de Hoſier, de Se mp- 
oſs de Peru, be all ready, if your Lordſhip pleaſe to 

els, | 355 
Lord Fop. Tis well, admit 'em. 
La Var. Hey, Meſſieurs, entrez. 

i | Enter Taylor, &c. 1 | 

L. Fop. So, Gentlemen, I hope you have all taken 
pains to ſhew yourſelves Maſters in your Profeſſions. 

Tayl. I think I may preſume to ſay, Sir 


La Var. My Lord You Clawn you. | 
Tayl. Why, is he made a Lord My Lord, I aſk 


your Lordſhip's Pardon; my Lord, I hope, my Lord 


your Lordſhip will pleaſe to own, I haye brought your 
Lordſhip as accemplith'd a Suit of Clothes, as ever 25 


2 


. 
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of E Au trod the Stage in, my Lord: Will your Lord- | 


that I ma a m felt before and 
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5 


leaſe to try em now? ; ä 
IF Fop. Ay, but let my Peo qo diſpoſe the Glaſſes fo, 
chind; for 1 love to ee 


wks all roun 
[Whilft be puts on bis. Clothes, enter Young Faſhion 

and Loty] 
Y. Faſt: Hey-day, what the Devil have we here ? 


Sure my Gentleman's grown a Favourite at Court, he has | 


got ſo many People at his Levee.” _ h 

Lo. Sir, thoſe People come in order to Make him a Fa- 
38 at Court, they i are to eſtabliſh him with the La- 

. 

7. Faſh. Good God! to Ader an Ebb of Taſte are! 
Women fallen, that it ſhou'd be in the 39 of a lac d 
Coat to recommend a Gallant to em- 

Lo. Sir, Taylors and Perriwig- makers are now Pbcethe 


the Bawds of the Nation, tis they debauch all the Women. 


. Fafh. Thou ſayeſt true; for there's that Fop now, 
has not by Nature wherewithal to move a Cook-maid, and 
by that time theſe Fellows have done with him, I gad = 
ſhall melt down a Counteſs—But now for my Reception, I 

engage it ſhall be as cold a one as a Courtier's to his Friend, 
who comes to put him in mind of his Promiſe. © « 

I. Fop. to bis Taylor) Death and eternal Ata 1 
Sir, I fay the Packet's too high by a Fot. , 

Tayl. My Lord, if it had been an Inch Wer, it wou 14 
not have held your Lordſhip's Pocket-Handkerchief. 

L. Fop. Rat my Packet-Handkerchief ! -Have not I a 
Page to carry it? You may make him a Packet up to his 


Chin a purpoſe for it; but I will not have mine come ſo 


near Tak. Face. 
*Tis not for me to Alpute your Lordſhip s Fancy. 

. Tong Faſh. to Lory] His Lordſhip! Lory, did you ob- 
ſerve that ? 

Lo. Yes, Sir; I always thought *twould end there, Now, 
] hope, you'll have a little more Reſpect for him. 
T. Faſb. Reſpet! Damn him vv a Coxcomb; now 
Eas he ruin'd his Eftate to buy a Title, that he 2 

eh. | 


Fool of the firſt Rate: But let's accoſt him—{'To' 
Brother, Fm your Humble Servant. 


L. Top. O Lard, Tam; I did at pe 90 in Buy 


| End: Brother, I am glad to ſee you. -U Turning 20 


Taylor.] Look you, Sir; I ſhall never be reconei d. w | 
this nauſeous r therefore mY. 225 me e, * 98 | 
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with all manner of Expedition, for this is my eternal Aver- 
ſion. Mrs. Callicoe, are not you of my Mind? ; 

Semp. O, directly, 2 Lord, it can never be too low— 

L. Fop. You are paſſitively in the right on't, for the 
Packet becomes.no part of the Body but the Knee. | 
'  Semp. I hope your Lordſhip is pleas'd with your Steen- 

„ 53 Sk 
L. Fop. In love with it, ſtap my Vitals. Bring your 
Bill, you ſhall be paid To- morrow- 1 
Sep. I humbly thank your Honour — [Exit Semp. 

L. Fop. Hark thee, Shoemaker, theſe Shoes an't ugly, 
but they don't fit me. | 

 - Shoe, My Lord, methinks they fit you very well. 

L. Fop. They hurt me juſt below the Inſtep. 

— [feeling his Foot.] My Lord, they don't hurt you 
there. 1 The hag | 2 

L. Fop. I tell thee, they pinch me execrablixyx. 

Shoe. My Lord, if they pinch you, I'll be bound to be 
hang'd, that's all. | PREY 1 
1 * Why, wilt thou undertake to perſuade me I 
cannot feel ? FT 

Shoe. Your Lordſhip may pleaſe to feel what you think 
fit; but that Shoe does not hurt you—lI think I underſtand 

my Trade | . 

L. Fop. Now by all that's great and powerful, thou art 
an incomprehenſible Coxcomb ; but thou. makeſt good 
Shoes, and fo I'll bear with thee. 8 

Shoe. My Lord, I have work'd for half the People of 
Quality in Town theſe Twenty Vears; and tis very hard 
- ſhould not know when a Shoe hurts, and when it 

on't. 5 

L. Fop. Well, pr'ythee, begone about thy Buſineſs. 
[Exit Sboe.] [To the Hofier.) Mr. Mend- Legs, a Word 
with you; the Calves of the Stockings are thicken'd a lit- 
tle too much. They make my Legs look like a Chair- 
man's | | = 

Mend. My Lord, methinks they look mighty well. 

L. Fop. Ay, but you are not ſo good a Ju of thoſe 
things as I am, I have ſtudy'd them all my Fite; there- 
fore pray let the.next be the thickneſs of a Crawn-piece 

 lefs—[ Ajide] If the Town takes Notice my Legs are fallen 

away, twill be attributed to the Violence ef ſome new In- 
trigue. [To the Perriwig-maker.] Come, Mr. Forerop, let 
me ſee what you bave done, and then the Fatigue of the 
Morning will be over. Na 
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- Fore. My Lord, 1 have dane what I defy any Prince in 
Europe to out- do; I have made you a Perriwig ſo lang, 
and fo full of Hair, it will ferve you for a Hat and Clke 
im all Weathers. | 
I. Fop. Fhen thou haſt made me thy Friend to Eternity: 
Come, eomb it out. _ | 
T. Faſh, Well, Lory, What do'ſt think on't? A very 
F ry pets gal From a Brother after Fhree Years Ab- 
ence | 5 WES | 
Tory. Why, Sir, *tis your om Fault; we ftldam care 
for thoſe that don't love what we love: if you wau'd creep 
into his Heart, you muſt enter into his. Pleaſure-—Here 
you have ſtood ever ſinee you came in, and have not com- 
mended any one rap Ee belongs to bun, 
N. Faßb. Nor never ſhallwhile they belong to a Coxcomb. 
MLA Then, Sir, you muſt be content to pick a hungry 
„ | | | $5 8, 
V. Faß. No, Sir, Fil crack it, and get to the Marrow 
before I haye done. _ 2 * 5 
L. Fop. Gad's curſe; Mr. Faretap, you don't intend to 
put this upon me for a full Perriwig ? 5 
Fiore. Nat a full one, my Lord! I don't knaw what your 
Eordihip may pleaſe to call a full one, hut I have cram'd 
twenty Ounces of Hair into it. . 
I.. Fop. What it may be by Weight, Sir, I ſhall not 
diſpute: but by Tale, there are not nine Hairs on a Side. 
Fare. O Lord! O Lord! O Lord! Why, as Gad ſhal 
emed your Honour's Side- Face is reduc'd to the Ti 
of your Noſe. „ | wy 
TL. Fop, My Side-Face may be in an, Eclipſe for ought 1 
know; but I'm fure my Full-Face is like the Full-?/igon, , - 
_ Fore. Heaven bleſs my Eye- ſight . ¶ Rubbing his Eyes. ] 
Sure I, look thro* the wrong End of the Perſpective; for by 
my Faith, an't pleaſe your Honour, the broadeſt Place I ee 
in your Face does not ſeem to me to be two Inches dia- 
metern, 
I.. Fop. F it did it would juſt be two Inches too broad; 
for a Perriwig to a Man, ſhould' be like a Maſk to a Wo- 
man, nothing ſhould be ſeen but his Eyes.— - 
Tyre. My Lord, I have done; if you pleaſe: to have 
more Hair in your Wig, I'll put it in. 1 1880 | 
L. Fop. Paſſitively, yes, A 
Fore. Shall T take it back now, my Lordꝰ? 0 
L. Fap. No: PK wear it to-day, tho' it ſhew fuch a 
manſtrous pair of Cheeks, ſtap my Vitals, I ſhall be taken 
for a Trumpeter. 5 [Exit Fore. 
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7. Fafb; Now your People of Buſineſs are gone, Brother, 

I hope I may obtain a quarter of an Hour's Audience of you. 
IL. Fp. aith, Tam, I muſt beg you l excuſe me att his 
time, for I muſt away to the Houſe of Lards immediately ; 
my L dy Fe cafor's Cale is to come on Fo-day, and I would 


not be abſent for the Salvation of W 55 Page 1 
is the Coach at the Poor? 5 | 
Page. Ves, my Lord. els 

Le p. You'll excuſe me, tether, [ Going. 


. Raſb, Will you be back at Dinner? | 
L. Fop. As Gad ſhall jedge me, I can't tell; for 'tis 
paſhble I may dine with ſome of aur Hauſe at Lacket' 8 
V. Faſb. Shall I meet you there For I muſt needs talk. 
with you. 
L. Fob. That, Em afraid, 9 bo fo pr: rs ; far the 
Lards 1 commonly eat with, are a People of a nice Con- 
verfation ; and you know, Tam, your Education n hay been: 
a little at large: but if er Ga {a 9 you'll find a Fa- 
mily Dinner, Hey, Fellow! What is there for Pinner? 
There's Beef: I ſuppoſe my Brother will eat Beef. Dear 
Tam, I'm glad to ſee thee in England, ſtap my Vitals. 
[Exit with his Equipage. 
Y. Fafh. Helb and Furies, is this to be borne? _ 
Lory. Faith, Sir, I cou'd almoſt have en him a Knock 
o th Pate myfel. ay 
Y. Faid. "Tis;cuoughs em you thr Bucefs of 
my Paſſion by being very calm: Come, Lory, lay your 
Logger head to mine, and in cool Blood let us contrive his 
Deſtruction, 
Lory. Here comes a Head, Sir, would: contrive-it better 
than u$b6thy it he wou d but join in the Confederacy. 
Enter Coupler. 
Y. Fafs.r By this Light,” old Coapler alive il! Why, 
how now, Matchmaker, art thou here ſtill 5 
the World with- Matrimony ? You old Bawd, gt, have 
you the Im de: to be hobbling out of your Grave twen- 
be ty Yeats a you are rotten? | 
When you begin to rot, Sirrah,: you'll. go off 
ie = © a Pippi, one Winter will ſend: you to the Devil. 
* = Miſchief brings: you honie n nd: You y young 
laſcivious Rogue o Let me and into 
ſont Bi 7 e014 you! yu my * 
L e . ve 
Nay; priythee:now- t 
I. Tabb. = _ Na ak Ho e Dag: 
you, or "FL 1 yur Noſe + 


once or twice for thy Maſter. 
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Coup. Haſt thou then been a Vear in Italy, and be we 0 
home a Fool at laſt? By my Conſcience, the young Fel- 
lows of this Age profit no more by their going abroad, 
than they do by their going to Church. Sirrah, Sirrah, if 

u are not hang*d before you come to my Years, you'll 
now a Cock from a Hen. But come, I'm ſtill a Friend to 
thy Perſon, tho I have a Contempt of thy Underſtanding; 
and therefore I would willingly know thy Condition, that 

I may ſee whether thou denen in need of my Aſſiſtance; 
for Widows ſwarm, my Boy, the Town's infected with 
dem. f 7 > wg 
. Faſh. I ſtand in need of any body's Aſſiſtance, that 
will help me to cut my elder Brother's Throat, without 
the Riſque of being hang'd for him. Z bt 

Coup. T'gad, Sirrah, I cou'd help thee to do him almoſt 
as good a Turn, without the Danger of being burnt in the 
J . | RC CS 
. Faſh. Say'ſt thou fo, old Satan? Shew nie but that, 
and my Soul is-thine. . „„ 

Coup. Pox o' thy Soul, give me thy warm Body, Sirrah, 
1 5 have a ſubſtantial Title to't when I tell thee my 
Project. | ö | 
F. Faſh. Out with it then, dear Dad, and take Poſſeſſion 
as ſoon as thou wilt. n e IV 

Coup. Sayeſt thou ſo, my Hepheftion ? Why then thus 
lies the Scene: but hold; who's that? If we are heard we 
are undone. d eee SIHEE 147 1 38 
. Faßb. What, have you forgot Lory? c \ 
Coup. Who, truſty Lory, is it thee? =» ; 
Tory. At your Service, Sir. . Fo 

Coup. Give me thy Hand, old a #, I'gad I did nat 
know thee again; but I remember thy Honeſty, tho" I did 
not thy Face: I think thou hadſt like to have been hang'd 


\ 
Y 


Lory. Sir, I was very near once having that Honour. 
© Coup, Well, live and hope; don't be diſcourag'd ; eat 
with him, and drink with him, - and do what he bids thee, 
and it may be thy Reward at laſt, as well as another's. 
[To V. Faſh.] Well, Sir, you muſt know I have done 
you the Kindneſs to make up a Match for your Brother. 
"YL. Faſh. I am very much beholden to:youtruly. © 
Coup. You may be, Sirrah, before the Wedding- day 

yet; the Lady is a great Heireſs ; fifteen hundred Pounds a 

Vea, and a great Bag of Money; the Match is concluded, 

the Writings are drawn, and the Pipkin's to becrack'd in a 

Fortnight—Now you muſt know, Stripling (with Reſpect 

to your Mother) your Brother's the Son of a Res : 
Fab. 
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Coup. He has given me a Bond of a Thouſand Pounds 
for helping him to this Fortune, and has promiſed me as 
much more in ready Money upon the Day of Marriage; 
which, I underſtand by a e, he ne ler deſigns to pay 
me; if therefore you will be a generous young Dog, and 
ſeeure me Five Thouſand Pounds, I'll. be a covetous old 
Rogue, and help you to the Lad. 3 
F. Faſb. T'gad, if thou can'ſt bring this about, I'll have. 
thy Statue caſt in Braſs. But don't you doat, you old Pan- 
der you, when you talk at this rate? | ON 

Coup. That your youthful Parts ſhall judge of: This 

lump-Partridge, that I tell you of, lives in the Counenys 
| Fifty Miles off. with her honoured. Parents, in a lonely old 

Houſe which no body comes near; ſhe never goes abroad, 
nor ſees Company at home:: To prevent all Misfortunes, 
ſhe has her Breeding within Doors, the Parſon of the Pa 

Tiſh teaches her to play on the Baſs-Viol, the Clerk to ſing, 
her Nurle to dreſs, and her Father to dance: In ſhort, 40 
body can give you admittance there but I; nor can I do it 
any other way, than by wing you . paſs for your Brother. 

T. Faſh. And how the Devil wilt thou do that? 

Coup. Without the Devil's Aid, I warrant thee. Thy 
Brother's Face not one of the Family ever ſaw, the whole 
Buſineſs has been manag'd by me, and all the Letters go 
thro* my Hands: The laſt that was writ to Sir 7. unbell 
Clumſey (for that's the old Gentieman's Name) was to tell 
him, his Lordſhip would be down in a Fortnight to con- 
ſummate. Now you ſhall go away immediately, pretend 
you-writ that Letter only to have the romantic Pleaſure of 
ſurprizing your Miſtreſs ; fall deſperately in Love, as ſoon 
as you ſee her; make that your Plea for marrying her. im · 
mediately, and when the Fatigue of the Wedding-night's 
over, you ſhall ſend me a ſwinging Purſe of Gold, you 

og you. | | 

T. Faſb. T'gad, old Dad, I'll put my Hand in thy Boſom 
no.] 

Couß. Ah, you young hot luſty Thief, let me muzzle 


you LK ing. irrah, let me muzzle you. 
Y. Faſb. Pſha, the old Letcher [Alide.] 


Coup. Well; I'll warrant thou haſt not a Farthing of 
Money in thy Pocket now; no, one may fee it in thy 

ace ; 5 
. Faſh. Not a Souſe, by Jupiter. : | 
Coup. Muſt I advance then ——Well, Sirrah, be at my 
Lodgings in half an Hour, and T'll ſee what may be done; 
| B 3 we'll 


4 * * 
f 
- 
, 


ſcience ſhould ſpoil my Deſign ? 
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we'll ſign, and ſeal, and eat a Pullet, and when I have 
given fome farther Inſtructions, thou ſhalt hoiſt Sail 
and be gone Kz/ing]—T'other Buſs, and fo adieu. 

T. Faſh, Um, Pina. ; Ee LES 
_—_ Ah, you young warm Dog, you; what a delici- 


ous Night will the Bride have on't. [Exit Coupler. 
T. Faßb. So, Lory; Providence, thou ſeeſt at laſt, takes 
care of Men of Merit: We are in à fair way to be great 


People. 


Lory. Ay, Sir, if the Devil don't ſtep between the Cup 
and the Lip, as heuſes to-do. 5” 
T. Fafh. Why, faich, he has play'd me many a damn'd 
Trick wy my Fortune, and I'gad I'm almoſt afraid 
he's at work about it again now; but if I ſhould tell thee 
how, thou'dft wonder at me. © 

Lory. Indeed, Sir, I ſhou'd not. 

7. Faß. How doſt know ? 1 8 | 

Zory. Becauſe, Sir, J have wonder'd at you fo often, I 


can wonder at you no more. 


. Faſb. No! what wouldft thou fay if a Qualm of Con- 


Lory. IL wou'd eat my Words, and wonder more than eyer. 


T. Fajh. Why, Faith, Tory, tho'T am a voung R 


| hell, and have play'd many a Roguifh Trick: this is fo 


full-grown a Cheat, I find I muſt take Pains to come up 
to't ; I have Scruples „ 
Lory. They are ſtrong Symptoms of Death; if you end 
they mcreaſe, pray, Sir, make your Will. £24 
T. Fafb. No, my Conſcience ſhan't ſtarve me neither. 
But thus far I'll hearken to it; before I execute this Pro- 
ject, I'll try my Brother to the bottom, I'll fpeak to fim 
with the Temper of a Philoſopher, my Reaſons (tho? they 
preſs him home) ſhall yet be cloth'd with fo much Modefty, 
not one of all the Truths they urge, fhall he fo naked to 
offend his Sight: if he has yet ſo much a about 
him, as to aſſiſt me (tho* with a moderate Aid) I'll drop 
my Project at his Feet, and ſhew him how I can. do for 
him, much more than what I aſk he'd do for me. This one 
concluſive Trial of him I reſolve to maxe | 


Fucceed or no, Hill Fiftory's my Lot; 7 
I ſubdue his Heart, tis well; not, n 
I ſhall ſubdue my Conſciencs to my Flat. [Exeunt, \ 


ACT 


VIRTUE IN DANGER 3. 
Ae H. SCENE I. 
Euter Loveleſs and Amanda. 


Low. OW do you like theſe Lodgings, my Dear? 

For my part, I am ſo well pleaſed with them, T 
ha rs remove whilſt we ſtay in Town, if you are ſa- 
tisty'd, | | | 

* I am ſatisfy'd with every thing that pleaſes you; 
elſe I had not come to Town at all. TD 

Low. O! a little of the Noiſe and Buſtle of the World 
ſweetens the Pleaſures of Retreat: We ſhall find the 
Charms of our Retirement doubled, when we return to it. 

Ama. That pleaſing Proſpect will be my chiefeſt Enter- 
tainment, hill, much againſt my Will, I am obliged to 
ſtand ſurrounded with theſe empty Pleaſures, which tis ſo 
much the Faſhion to be fond of. 

Low, I own moſt of them. are indeed but empty; hay, 
ſo empty that one would wonder by what Magick Power 
| they act, when they induce us to be vicious for their ſakes. _ 
Yet ſome there are we may ſpeak kindlier of: There are 
Delights, of which a private Life is deſtitute, which may 
divert an honeſt Man, and be a harmleſs Entertainment to 
a virtuous Woman. The Converſation of the. Town is 
one; and truly (with ſome ſmall Allowances ) the Plays, 
TI think, may be eſteem'd another. | 5 

Ama. The Plays, I muſt confeſs, have ſome ſmall 
Charms; and wou'd have more, wou'd they rettram that 
looſe obſcene Encouragement to Vice, which ſhocks, if not 
the Virtue of ſome Women, at leaſt the Modeſty of all. 

Low. But till that Reformation can be made, I would 
not leave the wholeſome Corn for ſome mtruding Tares 
that grow among it. Doubtleſs the moral of a welt- 
wrought Scene is of prevailing Force — Laſt Night 
there happen'd one that moy'd me ſtrangely. Fe 

Ama. Pray, what was that? | 

| Low. Why 'twas about—but tis not worth repeating. 

Ama. Yes, pray let me know it. NOT 

Low. No, I think 'tis as well let alone. FIR 

Ama. Nay, now you make me have a mind to know. 

Low. 'T was a fooliſh thing: You'd perbaps grow jea- 
lous ſhou'd I tell it you, tho' without a Cauſe, Heaven 


knows. 


Ama. I ſhall begin to think I have cauſe, if you perſiſt | 

in making it a Secret. 

Low. Fll then convince you, you have none, by making 

rt no longer ſo, Know then, I happened in the Play to 
; = WM find 
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find my very Character, only with the Addition of a Re- 
lapſe 3 which ſtruck me ſo, I put a ſudden Stop to a moſt 
harmlets Entertainment, which till then diverted me be- 
tween the Acts. ITwas to admire the Workmanſhip of 
Nature, in the Face of a young Lady, that ſat ome Dil. 
Tance from me, ſhe was ſo exquiſitely handſome— 
Ama. So exquiſitely handſome! 
Lov. Why do you repeat my Words, my Dear ? | 
Ama. Becauſe you ſeem'd to ſpeak them with ſuch Plea- 
ſure, I thought I might oblige you with their Echo. 

Lov. Then you are alarmed, Amanda? 

Ama. It is my Duty to be 0, when you are in danger. 

Low. You are too quick in 9 for me; all 
will be well when you have heard me out * e 1 
gaz d upon her, nay, eagerly I gaz d upon h 

Ama, Eagerly ! That's with Deſire. 
Low. No, I deſir'd her not: I view'd her with a World 
of Admiration, but not one Glance of Love. 
Ama. Take heed of truſting to ſuch nice Diſtinctions. 
Low. I did take heed ; for obſerving in the Play, that 
he who ſeem'd to repreſent me there, was, by an Accident 
like this, unwarily furpriz'd into a Net, in which he lay a 
_ intangled Slave, and brought a Train of Miſchiefs on 
Head, I ſnatch'd my Eyes away; they pleaded hard for 
leave to look again, but I grew abſolute, and they obey'd. 
Ama. Were they the only things that were inquiſitive ? 
Had I been in your Place, my Tongue, I fancy, | we been 
curious too: I ſhou'd have aſk'd her Name, apd where ſhe \ 
liv'd (yet ſtill without Deſign :) Who was the, pray? 

Loew. Indeed I cannot tell. 3 | 

Ama. You will not tell. 

Low. By all that's ſacred then, I did not aſk. + 

Ama. Nor do you know what Company was with her? 

Low. I do not. 

Ama. Then I am calm again. 

Low. Why were you diſturb'd ? 

Ama. Had I then no caule ? 

Low. None certainly. 

Ama. I thought I had. 

Lov. But you thought wrong, Amanda; For turn the 
Cale, and let it be your Story ; ſhould you come home, and 
tell me you had ſeen a handſome Man, ſhou'd I grow 
jealous becauſe you had Eyes? | 

Ama. But ſhou'd I tell you he were exquiſitely ſo ; 
that I had gaz'd on him with Admiration ; that I had 


look'd with eager Eyes upon "_ ſhou'd you not think 
"twere | 
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*twere peſſible I might go one Step further, and enquire 
his Name? | | NY | 
Low. Laſide] She has Reaſon on her Side, I have talk'd too 
much; but I muſt turn it off another way. [To Aman. 
Will you then make no difference, Amanda, between the 
Language of our Sex and yours? There is a Modeſty re- 
ſtrains your Tongues, which makes you ſpeak by halves 
when you commend ? but roving Flattery gives a looſe to 
ours, which makes us ſtill ſpeak double what we think: 
You ſhou'd not therefore, in ſo ſtrict a Senſe, take what I 
ſaid to her Advantage. 1 

Ama. Thoſe Flights of Flattery, Sir, are to our Faces 
only: When Women once are out of hearing, you are as 
modeſt in your Commendations as we are. But I ſhan't 
put you to the trouble of farther Excuſes, if you pleaſe 
this Buſineſs ſhall reſt here. Only give me leave to wiſh, 
both for your Peace and mine, that.you may never meet 
this Miracle of Beauty more. h 

Low. I am content. ; 

Enter Servant. 

Serv. Madam, there's a young Lady at the Door in a- 
Chair, defires to know whether your Ladyſhip ſees Com- 
pany. TI think her Name is Bertha. 

Ama. O dear! tis a Relation IT have not ſeen this five 
Years. Pray her to walk in. [Exit Serwant.] [To Low. 
Here's another Beauty for you. She was young when I 
ſaw her laſt; but I hear ſhe's grown extremely handſome. 

Low. Don't you be jealous now, for I ſhall gaze upon 
ker too. | | | | 
Enter Berinthia. 

Low. [afide}. Ha! By Heavens, the very Woman 

Ber. ¶ſaluting Ama.) Dear Amanda, I did not expect te 
meet with.you in To.] nm. „ : 

Ama. Sweet Couſin, I'm 7 to ſee you. [Tp 
Low.) Mr. Loveleſs, here's a Relation and a Friend of 
mine, I deſire you'll be better acquainted with. 05 

Low. [ ſaluting Ber.] If my Wife never deſires a harder 
thing, Madam, her Requeſt will be eaſily granted. 

J Ber. [to Aman. ] I think, Madam, I ought to wiſh you 
oy. 2 7 n DYE 

Ama. Joy | Upon what? 3 | 

Ber. Upon your Marriage: You were a Widow when I 
ſaw you laſt, Ng oo om SOS 
Low. You ought rather, Madam, to wiſh me Joy upon 
khat, ſince. I am the only Gainer. 7 

* B "os . en Ber. 


Contempt. Pig tho 


— 


r of 
Ber. If ſhe has got ſo good a Huſband as the World re- 


rts, the has gain d enough to expect the Compliments of 
er Friends upon it. 


Low. If the World is ſo favourable to me, to allow I 
deſerve that Title, I hope tis ſa juſt to my Wife, to own 
I derive it from her. 

Ber. Sir, it is ſo juſt to you both, to own you are, and 
| deſerve to be, the happieſt Pair that live in it. 

Lov. I'm afraid we fhall loſe that Character, . 
whenever you happen to change your Condition. | 
Enter Servent. 

Ser. Sir, my Lord Foppington preſents his "ENTS Ser- 
vite to you, and defixes to know how you do. He but juſt. 
now heard you were in Town. He's at the next Door 
and if it be not inconvenient, he'll come and wait upon 

bb. 

Low. Lord Fofpington Il know him not. | 
Ber. Not his Dignity, perhaps, but you do his Perſon. 
"Tis Sir Novelty; he has bought a Barony, in order to- 

marry a great Fortune: His Patent has not been pats'd 
above Eight and Forty Hours, and he has alzeady ſent How- 
do-ye s to all the Town, to make en acquainted with his 
Title. 

Low. Give my Service to his Lord ſhip, and let him 
know, I am proud of the Honour he intends me. LEx. Ser.] 
Sure this Addition of Quality muſt have fo improv'd this 
Coxcomb, he can't but be very good Company for 8 
quarter of an Hour. 

Ama. Now it moves my Pity more than my Mirth, to 
ſee a Man whom Nature has made no Fqol, delo very in- | 
duſtrious to pals for an Aſs. | 

you. aud 


Low. No, there you are wrong, 


never beſtow your Pit 2 thoſe Fw take 9 for your 
whom, Nature abuſes, but never 
thoſe 1 5 abuſe Nature. 


Ber. Beſides, the Tom wow'd be robb'd of one of its 


chiefeſt Diverſions, if it ſhow'd, become a Crime to laugh 
at a Fool. 


Ama. I could never yet perceive the Town inclin 'd to 
part with any of its Diverſions, for the fake of their being 


Crimes; but I have ſeen it very fond of. ſome, 1 think, 
had little elſe to recommend 'em. | 


* 0 


Ber. I doubt, Amanda, you are grown. its Exemy, you | 


with fo much warmth againſt it. 
Ama. 1 muſt confeſs I am not much its Friend. - 
. | 4 Er. 
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Ber. Then give me leave to make you mine, by not en- 


gaging in , x | 
Ama. You have Rong ſtronger Claims than that, Be- 
rinthia, whenever you think fit to plead your Title. | 
' Lov. You have done well to engage a Second, my 
Dear; for here comes one will be apt to call you toan 


Account for your Country Principles. 
Enter Lord F oppington. 


L. Fop. [to Low.) Sir, I am your moft humble Ser- 
vant. | 8 | 
Lo. I wiſh you Joy, my Lord. | 
L. Fop. O Nu 31 — Madam, your Ladyſhip's 
welcome to Tawn. TS Tg ys 
Ama. I wiſh your Lordſhip Joy. 
I.. Fop. O Heavens, Madam— 5 : 
7 — My Lord, this young Lady is a Relation of my 
Wife's. . | | 
L. Fop. [ ſaluting ber.] The beautifulleſt Race of Peo- 
ple upon Earth, Rat me. Dear Lowele/s, I am. overjoy'd- 
to ſee you have brought your Family to Tawn again: I 
am, ſtap my Vitals—[ aſide.] For I deſign. to lie with 
ur Wife. [To Aman.]. Far Gad's ſake, Madam, ha 
s your Ladyſhip been able to ſubſiſt thus long, under the 
Fatigue of a Country Life? 155 
Amæ. My Life has been very far from that, my Lord, 
it has been a very quiet one. | | 
L. Fop. Why that's the Fatigue I ſpeak of, Madam: For 
tis impoſſible to be quiet, without thinking: Now think- 
ing is to me the greateſt Fatigue in the World. 
Ama. Does not your Lordihip love reading then. ? 
L. Fop. Oh, paſſionately, Madam—But I. never think: 
of what I read. | | - "v4 
Ber. Why, can your Lordſhip read without thinking? 
L. Fop. O Lard—Can your Ladyſhip pray without De- 
votion Madam? Fo | 
Ama. Well, I muſt own think Books the beſt Enter- 
tainment in the World. 155 
L. Fop. I am ſo much of your Ladyſhip's Mind, Ma- 
dam, that I have a private Gallery, where I walk ſomes 
times, is furniſhed with nothing but Books and Looking- 
glaſſes. Madam I have gilded them, and ranged em ſo 
prettily, before Gad, it is the moſt entertaining thing in the 


orld to walk and look upon em. 
n e Ama. 


n » * 
N Mg 


36 THE RE LAP SE; OR. 
Ama. Nay, I love a neat Library too; but tis, I think, 
the inſide of a Book ſhou'd recommend it moſt to us. 

L. Fop. That, I muſt confeſs, I am not altogether ſo 


fand of. Far, to my mind, the inſide of a Book is to enter- 


tain one's ſelf with the forc'd Product of another Man's 
Brain. Naw I think a Man of Quality and Breeding may 
be much diverted with the natural Sprauts of his own. But 
to ſay the Truth, Madam, let a Man love reading never ſa 
well, when once he comes to know this Tawn, he finds 
ſo many better ways of paſting away the Four and Twen 
Hours, that twere Ten Thouſand Pities he ſhou'd conſume 
his time in that. Far example, Madam, my Life : my 
Life, Madam, is a perpetual Stream of Pleaſure, that 
glides thro? ſuch a Variety of Entertainments, I believe the 
wiſeſt of our Anceſtors never had the leaſt Conception of any 
em. | | 
I riſe, Madam, about ten o'clock. I don't riſe ſooner, 
becauſe *tis the worſt thing in the World for the Complec- 
tion; nat that I pretend to be a Beau; but a Man muſt en- 
deavour to look wholeſome, leſt he makes ſo nauſeous a Fi- 
gure in the Side-bax, the Ladies ſhou'd be compeli'd to 
turn their Eyes upon the Play. So at ten o'clock, I fay, 
I riſe. Naw, if I find it a good Day, I refalve to take a 
Turn in the Park, and ſee the fine Women; ſo huddle on 
my Clothes, and get dreſs'd by One, If it be naſty 
Weather, I take a Turn in the Chocolate-houſe ; where, 
as you walk, Madam, you have. the prettieſt Preſpect in 
the World; you have Looking-glaſſes all round you. 
But I'm afraid I tire the Company. „ 
Ber. Not at all. Pray go on. ; = 
L. Fop. Why then, Ladies, from thence I go to Dinner 
at Lacket's, and there you are fo nicely and delicately ſerv'd, 
that, ſtap my Vitals, they can compoſe you a Diſh, no 
bigger than a Saucer, ſhall come to Fifty Shillings ; be- 
tween eating my Dinner, and waſhing my Mouth, Trades. 
I ſpend my time, till I go to the Play, where, till Nine 
o'clock, I entertain myſelf with looking upon the Company 


by »* 


and uſually diſpoſe of one Hour more in leading them aut. 


So there's Twelve of the Four and Twenty pretty well over. 
The other Twelve, Madam, are diſpoſed of in two Arti- 
cles: In the firſt Four I toaſt myſelf drank, and in tother 
Eight I ſleep myſelf ſober again. Thus, Ladies, you ſee - 
my Life is an eternal raund O of Delights. OD 
Low. *Tis a heavenly one, indeed. „ 
Ama. But, my Lord, you Beaux ſpend a great deal of 
5 ; your 


4 


VIRTUE IN: DANGER. 37 
your Time in Intrigues: You have given us no Account 
of them yet. „„ | 

L. Fop. [afide.] Soh, ſhe wou'd enquire into my Amours 

That's Jealouſy—She begins to be in love with me. [To 
Aman.) Why, Madam—as to time for my Intrigues, I 
uſually make Detachments of it from my other Pleaſures, 
es to the Exigency. Far your Ladyſhip may pleaſe 
to take Notice, that thoſe who intrigue with Women of 
ality, have rarely Occaſion for above half an Hour at a 

time : People of that Rank being under thoſe Decorums, 
they can ſeldom give you a larger View, than will juſt 
ſerve to ſhoot 'em flying. So that the Courſe of my other 
Pleaſures is not very much interrupted by my Amours. 

Low. But your Lordſhip now is become a Pillar of the 

State; you muſt attend the weighty Affairs of the Nation. 
L. Fop. Sir—as to weighty Afﬀairs—I leave them to 

weighty Heads. I never intend mine ſhall be a Burden to 

my Body. 3 | 3 : 
Low. O but you'll find the Houſe will expect your At- 

tendance. | | | | | | 

L. Fop. Sir, you'll find the Houſe will compound for 

my Appearance, | | | 

Low. But your Friends will take it ill if you don't attend 

their particular Cauſes. 

L. Fop. Not, Sir, if I come time enough to give em my 
particular Vote. 

Ber. But pray, my Lord, how do you diſpoſe of your- 
ſelf on Sundays? for that, methinks, ſhou'd hang wretch- 
edly on your Hands. | ED, 

L. Fop. Why faith, Madam—Sunday——1s a vile Day, 
I muſt confeſs; I intend to move for leave to bring in aBill, 
That Players may work upon it, as well as the Hackney 
Coaches. Tho' this I muſt ſay for the Government, it 
leaves us the Churches to entertain us—But then again, 
they begin ſo abominable early, a Man muſt riſe by Candle- 


light to get dreſs'd by the Pſalm. 


Ber. Pray which Church does your Lordſhip moſt oblige 
with your Preſence | Sia . N 
L. Fop. Oh, St. James s, Madam There's much the 
beſt Company. „ 
Ama. Is there good Preaching too? 5 
L. Fop. Wh fat, Madam I can't tell. A Man 
muſt have very little to do there, that can give an Account 


of the Sermon. | | | 5 
Ber. Vou can give us an Account of the Ladies, at 


L. Fp. — 


leaſt. N 


J OR 
L. Fop. Or I deſerve to be excommunicated-—There is 
my Lady Tatile, my Lady Prate, my Lady Titter,, m 
Lady Leer, my Lady Giggle, and my Lady Grin. Theſe 
ſit in the Front of the Boxes, and all Church-time are the 
prettieſt Company in the World, ſtap my Vitals. [To 
Ama. ] Mayn't we hope for the Honour to ſee your Lady- 
hip: added to our Society, Madam? wa 
Ama. Alas, my Lord, I am the worſt Company in the 
World at Church: Tm apt to mind the Prayers, or the 
Sermon, or | 
L. Fop. One is indeed ſtrangely apt at Church to mind 
what one ſhould not do. But I hope, Madam, at one 
time or other, I ſhall have the Honour to lead your Lady- 
ſhip to your Coach there. ¶ Aſde.] Methinks ſhe ſeems 
ſtrangely pleas'd with every thing I ſay to her Tis a vaſt 
Pleaſure to receive Encouragement from a Woman before 
her Huſband's Face—I have n. mind to purſue my 
Conqueſt, and ſpeak the thing plainly to her at once — 
I'gad Fl do't, and that in. fo cavalier a manner, fhe ſhall be 
ſurpriz'd at it——Ladies, I'll take my Leave: I'm. afraid I. 
begin to grow troubleſome with the length of my Viſit. 
Ama. Vour Lordſhip is too entertaining to grow trouble- 
ſome any where. Feels | 
L. Fop. [aſide.] That now was as much as if ſhe had ſaid 
Pray lie with me. Il let her ſee I'm quick of Ap- 
rehenſion. {To Ama. ] O Lard, Madam, I had like to 
ve forgot a Secret, I muſt needs tell your Ladyfhip. [Tp 
Low.) Ned, you muſt not be ſo jealous now as to liſten. \ 
Low. Not I, my Lord; I'm too faſhionable a Huſband 
to pry into the Secrets of my Wife. 1 
- Fep. {to Ama. ſqueezing ber Hand] I am in love with 
you to Deſperation, ſtrike me ſpeechleſs. . 
Ama. [giving him à Boæ o tÞ Ear. ]. Then thus I return 
your Paſſion An impudent Fool ! | | 
L. Fop. Gad's Curſe, Madam, I'm a Peer of the Realm. 
| Lov. Hey; what the Devil do you affront my Wife, 
Sir? Nay then—[ They draw and fight.. The Women run. 
foricking for Hep] | W mT Von | 
Ama. Ah! What has my Folly done? Help.! Murder, 
help ! 3 for 2 ba Sew I Ah 
L. Jop. [ falling back, and leaning upon his Svord.] Ah 
——quite 22 Body Stapmy Vitals. 
Enter Servants. 3 
Low. [running 1b him.] T hope I han't kill'd the Fool 
2 hawever——Bear him up! Where's your. Wound * Fip 


6 
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L. Fop. Juſt thro* the Guts, 
Lav. al a Surgeon there: Unbntton him e. 
L. Fop. Ay, pray make haſte. 
Lov. This Miſchief you may thank yourſelf for. 
L. Fop. I may ſo——Love's the Devil indeed, Ned. 


Enter Syrmge and Servant. 


1 Here's Mr. Syringe, Sir, was juft going by the 
r 

L. Fop. Fry 8 the along — alive. 

Syr. Sta , ſtan Pray, Gentlemen 
rand by. Lend Rave Me upon us : Did you never ſee a 
Man run thro? the nor before? Pray ſtand by. 

1 Fop. bro” Mr. S ring I'm a dea Man. 

2 dead Man and I by I ſhou'd laugh to ke 
al T'gad. 
Low. Pr'ythee don't ſtand prating, but look upon his 
Wound. 

Hr. Why, what if I won't look upon his Wound this 
Hour, Sir. 

Lov, Why then he'll bleed to Death, Sir. 

Hr. Why, then I'll fetch: him to Life again, Sir. 

te 'Shfe, he's run thro' the Guts, I tell thee. 

Hr. Wou'd he were run thro” the Heart, I ſhou'd get 
the more Credit 145 Cure. Now I hope you are ſatisfy d! 
—— Come, now let me came at him; now let me come at 
him. [viewing his Wound.] Oons, what a Gaſh is here! 
—— Why Sir, a, Man wa drive a Coach and Six Horſes 
into row Body. | 

L. Fop. H | 
Or. Why, what the Devil 8 ou run the 9 
thro' with a. Scythe P——»[A/ide.] A little Fang between . 
the Skin and the Ribs, that's all. 

Low. Let me ſte his Wound. 

Hr. Then you ſhall dreſs it, Sir; for if any body Iooks 
upon it, L won't. 

Low. Why, thou art the verieſt Coxcomb I ever ſaw. 

Hr. Sir, I am not Maſter of my Trade for as 

» Pap. S — ! 
Syr. Well, 
Yr: ker 15 W any Hopes 
Il can Ten Wbat are you willing 
5 wy 8 Cure? 
ive hundred Paunds with Pleaſure. 
| 11 r. Ney then perhaps there = be Hopes. But we 
avoid further Delay. Here, help the Gentleman into 
a Chair, 
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a Chair, and carry him to my Houſe preſently, that's the 


propereſt place, [Ade] to bubble him out of his Money. 


Come, a Chair, a Chair quickly——there, in with him. 


[ They put him into a Chair. a : 

L. Fop. Dear Lovweleſs—Adieu. If I die—T forgive 
thee ; and if I live—T hope thou wilt do as much by me. 
IlIam very ſorry you and I ſhou'd quarrel ; but I hope here's 

an end on't, for if you are fatisfy'd——T1I am. | 


Low. I ſhall hardly think it worth my proſecuting any 


further, ſo you may he at reſt, Sir. | | 
I.. Fop. Thou art a generous Fellow, ſtrike me dumb. 

(Aide. ] But thou haſt an impertinent Wife, ſtap my. 

Vitals. | | ; 

Hr. So, _ him off, carry him off, we ſhall have' 
him prate himſelf into a Fever by and by ; carry him off. 

Ne Bee | [ Ex. Serv. with L. Fop. 

Ama. Now on my Knees, my Dear, let me aſk your 
Pardon for my Indiſcretion, my own I never ſhall obtain. 

Low. Oh there's no Harm done: You ſerv'd him well. 

Ama. He did indeed deſerve it. But I tremble to think. 
how dear my indiſcreet Reſentment might have coſt you. 

Low. O no matter, never trouble yourſelf about that. 

Ber. For Heaven's ſake, what was't he did to you ? 

Ama. O nothing; he only ſqueez'd me kindly by the 
Hand, and frankly offer'd me a Coxcomb's Heart. I 
know I was to blame to reſent it as I did, fince nothing but 
a Quarrel could enfue. But the Foel-fo ſurpriz d me with 


his Inſolence, I was not Miſtreſs of my CI. | \ 


Ber. Now I dare ſwear, he thinks you had 'em at gre 
Command, they obey'd you ſo readily. 5 3 


Enter Worthy. e 
Wor. Save you, fave you, N People; I'm glad to 
find you all alive ; I met a wounded Peer carrying off: For 
Heaven's ſake what was the matter ?. £9) 
Tov. Ol a Trifle: He would have lain with my Wife 
before my Face, ſo ſhe oblig'd him with a Box o'the Ear, 
and I run him thro* the Body: That was all. 


Wor. Bagatelle on all Sides. But, pray, Madam, how 


long has this noble Lord been an humble Seryant of yours? 
Ama. This 1s the firſt I have heard on't. So I ſuppoſe 
*tis his Quality, more than his Love, has brought him into 


* 


/ 


this Adventure. He thinks his Title an authentick Paſſport 


to every Woman's Heart, below the Degree of a Peereſs. 
Ver. He's Coxcomb enough to think any thing. But I 


wou'd 


7 
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wou'd not have you brought into Trouble for him :-I hope 
there's no Danger of his Life? | 

Low. None at all: He's fallen into the Hands of a 
roguiſh Surgeon, who I perceive deſigns to frighten a little 
Money out of him. But I ſaw his Wouna, tis nothing 

he may go to the Play to-night, if he pleaſes. | 

Wor. I'm glad you have corrected him without farther 
Miſchief. And now, Sir, if theſe Ladies have no farther 
Service for you, you'll oblige me if you can go to the 

Place I ſpoke to you of t'other Day. 

Lov. With all my Heart. [ Afde.] Tho' I cou'd wiſh, 
methinks, to ſtay and gaze alittle longer on that Creature, 
Good Gods | How beautiful ſhe is—— But what have I to 

+ . do with Beauty? J have already had my Poi tion, and muſt 
not covet more. Come, Sir, when you pleaſe. [To Wor.] 

Wor. Ladies, your Servant. | 

Ama. Mr. Loveleſs, pray one Word with you before 


Jou g. | | | 
Low. to Wor.) Tl overtake you, Sir: What wou'd my 
Dear. | [Exit Wor. 


Ama. Only a Woman's fooliſh Queſtion, How de you 
like my Coulin here ? | 
Low. Jealous already, Amanda ? | 
Ama. Not at all, FE aſk you for another Reaſon. 
Low. [ Afide.] Whate'er her Reaſon be, I muſt not tell 
her true. [To Aman.) Why, I confeſs ſhe's handſome. But 
vycu muſt not think I ſlight your Kinſwoman, if I own to 
you, of all the Women who may claim that Character, ſhe 
1s the laſt wou'd triumph in my Heart. | 
Ama. I'm fatisfy'd. 7 
Lov. Now tell me why you aſłk' d? 
Ama. At Night I will. Adieu. $650 
Lov. I'm yours; [kiffing ber.] Exit Lov. 
Ama. | aſide.) I'm glad to find he does not like her; for 
T have a great mind to perſuade her to come and live with 
me. [To Ber.] Now, dear Berinthia, let me enquire a 
little into your Affairs: for I do aſſure you, I. am enough 
your Friend, to intereſt myſelf in every thing that con- 
cerns you. | | e 
Ber. You formerly have given me ſuch Proofs on't, I 
ſhou d be very much to blame to doubt it; I am ſorry I have 
no Secrets to truſt you with, that I might convince you 
how entire a Confidence J durſt repoſe in you. r 
Ama. Why is it poſſible, that one ſo young and beau? 
tiful as you, ſhou'd live and have no Secrets? n 
Ber. What Secrets do you mean? 
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U—L—4ö Des 7: i | 3 
Ber. O Twenty; but not one ſecret one amongſt em. 
Lovers in this Age have too much Honour to do any thing 
under- hand; they do all above- board. 
8 That now, methinks, wou'd make me hate x 
an. 5 50 
Ber. But the Women of the Town are of another Mind: 
For by this means a Lady may, with the Expence of a few 
Coquet Glances, lead Twenty Fools about in a String, for 
Two or Three Years together. Whereas, if ſhe ſhou'd allow 
'em greater Favours, and oblige em to Secrecy, ſhe wou'd. 
not keep one of em a Fortnight. ; 
Ama. There's ſomething indeed in that to ſatisfy the- 
Vanity of a Woman, but I can't comprehend how the 
Men find their Account in it. 3 
Ber. Their Entertainment, T muſt confeſs, is a Riddle 
to me. For there's very few of them ever get farther than 
a Bow and an Ogle. I have half a Score for my Share, wh 
follow me all over the Town; and at the Play, the Park, 
und the Church, do, with their Eyes, ſay the violenteſt 
things to me—But I never hear any more of em. 
Ama. What can be the Reaſon of that ? 3 
Ber. One Reaſon is, They don't know how to go far- 
ther. They have had ſo little Practice, they don't under-- 
ſtand the Trade. But beſides their Ignorance, you muſt 
know there is not one of my half ſcore Lovers but what 
follows half à ſcore Miſtrefſes. Now their Affections be- 
ing divided amongſt fo many, are nat ſtrong enough for 
any one, to make em purſue her to the Purpoſe. Like a 
young Puppy in a Warren, they have a Flirt at all, and 
catch none. | 5 
a: Yet they ſeem to have a Torrent of Love to diſ- 
e * f 
Nee They have fo: But tis like the River of a modern 
Philoſopher, whoſe Works, tho” a Woman, I have read, 
it ſets out with a violent Stream, ſplits in a thouſand Branch- 
es, and is all loſt in the Sands. | " = 
Ama. But do you think this River of Love runs all its 
Courſe without doing any Miſchief ? Do you think it over- 
flows nothing? | | 3 | 
Per. © yes; tis true, it never breaks into any body's 
Ground' that has the leaſt Fence about it ; but it overflows 
all the Commons that lie in its way. And:this' is the ut - 
maſt Atchievement of thoſe dreadful Champions in the 
Field of Love — the Beaux. b | Ms 


. 


e 
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ing upon two Legs. 
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Ama. But pr'ythee, Berinthia, inſtruct me a little far- 
ther; for I am ſo great a Novice, I'm almoſt aſham'd on't. 
My Huſband's leaving me whilſt I was young and fond, 
threw me into that Depth of Diſcontent, that ever ſince I 
have led fo private and recluſe a Life, my Ignorance is 
ſcarce conceivable. I therefore fain would be inſtructed: 
Not, Heaven knows, that what you call Intrigues have an 
Charms for me: my Love and Principles are too well fix'd. 
The practiek Part of all unlawful Love is 

Ber. O 'tis abominable : ' But for the ſpeculative ; that 
we muſt all confeſs is entertaining. The Converſation of 
all the virtuous Women in the Town turns upon that and 
new Clothes. | 

Ama, Pray be ſo juſt then to me, to believe, tis with 2 
World of Innecency I wou'd enquire, Whether you think 
thoſe Women we call Women of Reputation, do really 
'ſcapeall other Men, as they do thoſe Shadows of em, the 


| Beaux 5 8 


Ber. O no, Amanda; there are a fort of Men make 
dreadful Work amongſt 'em: Men that may be call'd, 
The Beaux Antipathy ; for they agree in nothing but walk- 


Theſe have Brains: The Beau has none. | 

Theſe are in Love with jheir Miſtreſs; The Beau with 
= DX | 

They take care of her Reputation : He's induſtrious to 

deſtroy it. g 5 

They are decent: He's a Fop. 

They are ſound: He's rotten. 

They are Men: He's an Aſs. 2 

Ama. If this be their Character, I fancy- we had here een 


now a Pattern of em both. 


Ber, His Lordſhip and Mr. Worthy ? 


| Ama. The ſame. . 


Ber. As for the Lord he's eminently fo: And for the 
other, I can aſſure you, there's not a Man in Town who 
has a better Intereſt with the Women, that are worth hav- 
ing an Intereſt with. But 'tis all private: He's like a 
Back-ſtair Miniſter at Court, who, whilſt the reputed Fa- 
vourites are ſauntering in the Bed-chamber, is rulmg the 
Roaft in the Cloſet. | | OS ne ; 
Ama. He anſwers then the Opinion I had ever of him. 
Heavens ! What a Difference there is between a Man like 
him, and that vain nauſeous Fop, Sir Novelty. [Taking 
ber Hand.] J muſt acquaint you with a Secret, Couſin, 
"Tis not that Fool alone has talk d to me of Love, why 

: 4p 


Ls 
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has been tampering too: *Tis true, he. has done it in vain : 
Not all his charms or Art have power to ſhake me. My 
Love my Duty, and my Virtue, are ſuch faithful Guards, 
I need not fear my Heart ſhou'd c'er betray me. But what 
I wonder at is this: I find I did not ſtart at his Propoſal, 
as when it came from one whom I contemn'd. I therefore 
mention this Attempt, that I may learn from- you whence 
it proceeds; that Vice, which cannot change its Nature, 
ſhou'd fo far change at leaſt its Shape, as that the ſelf-ſame- 
Crime propos'd from one ſhall ſeem a Monſter gaping at 
your Ruin, when from another it ſhall look ſo kind, as 
tho' it were your Friend, and never meant to harm you. 
Whence, think you, can this Difference proceed? For tis 


not Love, Heaven knows.. | TREE 
Ber. O no; I wou'd not for the World believe it were: 
But poſſibly, ſhou'd there a dreadful Sentence. paſs upon 
you, to undergo the Rage of both their Paſſions ; the Pain 
you apprehend from one might ſeem ſo trivial to the other, 
the Danger wou'd not quite ſo much alarm you. | 
Ama. Fy, fy, Berinthia, you wou'd indeed alarm me, 
cou'd you incline me to a Thought, that all the Merit of 
Mankind combin'd, cou'd ſhake that tender Love 1 bear 
my Huſband : No, he fits triumphant in my Heart, and. 
nothing can dethrone him. W © 1 Thats 
Ber. But ſhou'd he abdicate again, do you think you 
ſhou'd preſerve the vacant Throne ten tedious Winters: 
more, in hopes of his return? ONE 
Ama. Indeed I think I ſhou'd.. Tho' I confeſs, after 
thoſe Obligations he has to me, ſhou'd he abandon' me- 
once more, my Heart wou'd grow extremely urgent. with 
me to root him thence, and call him out for ever. 
Ber. Were I that thing they call a ſlighted Wife, ſome 
Body ſhou'd run the riſque of being that thing they call 
a Huſband. lite 3 
Ama. O fy, Berinthia, no Revenge ſnou'd ever be taken 


. againſt a Huſband : But to wrong his Bed is a Vengeance, 


which of all Vengeance % ä 
Ber. Is the ſweeteſt, ha, ha, ha. Don't I talk madly. 
Ama. Madly indeed. | | 10 
Ber. Yet I'm very innocent. is 
Ama. That I dare ſwear you are. I know how to make 

Allowances for your Humour: You were always very en- 

tertaining Company; but I find ſince Marriage and Wi- 

dowhood have - 4x you the World a little, you are very 

much improv d. 985 | 855 


Ber. 
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Ber. L aſide.] Alack a-day, there has gone more than 
that to improve me, if ſhe knew all. 

Ama. For Heaven's ſake, Berinthia, tell me what way 
J ſhall take to perſuade you to come and live with me? 

Ber, Why, one way in the World there is and. but 
one. 5 | ” | 
Ama. Pray which is that? h 

Ber. It is to aſſure. me I ſhall be very welcome. 

Ama. If that be all, you ſhall &en lie here to-night, 

Ber. To-night ? | | 1 

Ama. Ves to-night. | Deke ö | 
al Why, the Peaple where I lodge will think me 
mad. | 
Ama. Let em think what they pleaſe. 

Ber. Say you ſo, Amanda? Why then they ſhall think 
what they pleaſe: For I'ma young Widow, and I care 
not what any body thinks. Ah, Amanda, it's a delicious 
thing to be a young Widow. | 

Ama. You'll hardly make me think fo. | EET, 
Ber. Phu, becauſe you are in love with your Huſband ; 
Þut that 1s not every Woman's Caſe. 

Ama. I hope twas yours at leaſt, 

Ber. Mine, ſay ye? .Now have a great mind to tell 
you a Lye, but I ſhou'd do it ſo aukwardly, you'd find 
me out. | 

Ama. Then e'en ſpeak the Truth. | 
Ber. Shall I ?—Then after all, I did love him, Amanda 
Aas a Nun does Penance. | | £ 

Ama. Why did not you refuſe. to marry him then? 

Ber. Becauſe. my Mother wou'd have whipt me. 

Ama. How did you live together? . 

Ber. Like Man and Wife, afunder ; 

He lov'd the Country, I the Town. 3 
He Hawks and Hounds, I Coaches and Equipage. 
He Eating and Drinking, I Carding and Playing. 


Hle the Sound of a Horn, I the Squeak of a Fiddle. 


We were dull Company at Table, worſe a-bed. 
Whenever we met, we gave one another the Spleen, 
And never agreed but once, which was about lying alone. 
Ama. But tell me one thing truly and ſincerely. 
Ber. What's that? | f | 
Ama. Notwithſtanding all theſe Jars, did not his Death 
at laſt extremely trouble you ? % ᷑ V 
Ber. O yes: Not that my preſent Pangs were ſo very 


violent, but the. After-pains were intolerable. I was forc'd 


to wear a beaftly Widow's Band a Twelvemonth _— 
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Ama. Women, I find, have different Inelinations. 
Ber. Women, I find, keep different Company, When 


your Huſband ran away from you, if you had fallen into 
fome of 3 Acquaintance, twou'd have ſav d you many a 


Tear. ou go and live with a Grandmother, a Biſhop, 


and an eld urſe, which was enough to make any Woman 
break her Heart for her Huſband, Pray, Amanda, if ever 
you are a Widow again, keep yourſelf ſo as I do. 

Ama. Why, do you then reſolve you I never marry ? 

Ber. O, no? T reſolve I will. 
Ama. How ſo? 

Ber. That I never may. 
Ama. You banter me. 

Ber. Indeed I don't. But I as Fm + Womang and 
form my Reſolutions accordingly. 

Ama. Well, my Qpinion is, form what. Reſolution you 
will, Matrimony will be the end on't. 

Ber. Faith it won't. 

Ama. How do you know ? 

Ber. I'm ſure on't. 

Ama. Why, do you think tis impoſſivl for you to fall 


in love? 


Ber. No. 
Ana. Nay, but to grow ſo paſſionately fond, that no- 
thing but the Man you a love can ek 


Ber. Well, what then? 

Ama. Why, then you'll marry him. 
Ber. How do you know that? > 
Ama. Why, what can you do elſe ! RE 
Ber. Nothing but fit and cry. 

Ama.” Plha:. 


4 


Ber. Ah, poor Amanda, you have led a Country Life : | 


But if you'll conſult the Widows of this Town, they'll 
tell you, you ſheu d never take a Leafe of a Houſe you can 


hire for a OY S e 14 Fun, 
1 
Ester Lord Foppington and Servant. _ 
L. Faß. E V, Fellow, let the Coach come to the 
| Door. 


Serv. Will your Lordſhip venture 0 ſcon to expoſe 
yourſelf to the Weather? | 
L. Tap. Sir, 1 will venture as ſoon as 1 Þ to — — 
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myſelf to the Ladies: tho* give me my Cloke however; 
for in that Side-box, what between the Air that comes in 
at the Door on one Side, and the intolerable Warmth of the 
Maſks on other, a Man gets ſo many Heats and Colds, 
twou'd deſtroy the Canſtitution of a Harſe. . | 

Ser. [putting on his Cloke.) I with your Lordſhip wou'd 
pleaſe to keep Houſe a little longer, I'm afraid your Ho- 
nour does not well conſider your Wound. 

L. Fop. My Wound !——I wou'd not be in Eclipſe 
another Day, tho* I had as many Wounds in my Guts as 
I have had in my Heart. EE | 


Enter Young Faſhion. 


Y. Faſh. Brother, your Servant. How do you find 
yourſelf to-day ? | | 

L. Fop. So well, that I have arder'd my Coach to the 
Door: So there's no great Danger of Death this baut, 
Tam. 5 
Y. Faßb. Tm very glad of it. | 

L. Fop. Laſide.] That I believe's a Lye. Pr'ythee Tam, 
tell me one thing; Did not your Heart cut a Caper up to 
your Mauth, when you heard I was run thro' the Bady ? 

Y. Fajh. Why do you think it ſhou'd ? | 

L. Fop. Becauſe I remember mine did ſo, when I hear 
my Father was ſhot thro' the Head. | 

7. Fajh. It then did very ill. 

L. Fag, ee, 

Y. Fafh, Becauſe he us'd you very well. 

L. Fop. Well ?——naw ſtrike me dumb, he ſtary'd me. 
He has let me want a Thouſand Women for want of a 
Thauſand Paund. { | 
T. Faßb. Then he hindered you from making a great 
many ill Bargains for I think no Woman is worth Mo- 
ney, that will take Money. | 
I. Fep. If I were a yeunger Brother, I ſhow'd think (o 
too, | : 

Y. Faßb. Why, is it poſlible you can value a Women 

that's to be bought ? . #51 
L. Fop. Pr'ythee, why not as well as a Pad-Nag? 
T. Fafh. Becauſe a Woman has a Heart to diſpoſe of; a 
. Horſe has none. . : 4 | ping | 
L. Foþ. Look you, Tam, of all. things that belang to 
I a Woman, I have an Averſion to her Heart; Far when 
once a Woman has given you her Heat you can-neve: 


, get rid of the reſt of her Bady. | 
| ; 3 5 F; F. aſh, 


WO 
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V. Faſh. This is ſtrange Doctrine: But pray in your 


Amours how 1s it with your own Heart ? 

L. Fop. Why, my Heart in my Amours—— is like 
my Heart aut of my Amours; à la glace. My Bady, 
Tam, is a Watch; and my Heart is the Pendulum to it; 
whilſt the Finger runs raund to every Hour in the Circle, 
that ſtill beats the ſame time. | 

Y. Faßb. Then you are ſeldom much in love? 

L. Fop. Never, Stap my Vitals. | 

Y. Fafſh. Why then did you make all this Buſtle about 
Amanda. 2 05 
I.. Fop. Becauſe ſhe was a Woman of an inſolent Virtue, 
and I thought myſelf piqu'd in Honour to debauch her. 
T. Faſb. Very well. [ Afide.] Here's a rare Fellow for 
you, to have the | Kaos. of Five Thouſand Pounds a- 
Year. But now for my Buſineſs with him. [To Lord 
_ Fop.] Brother, tho I know to talk of Buſineſs (eſpecially 
of Money) is a Theme not quite ſo entertaining to you as 
that of the Ladies, my Neceſſities are ſuch, I hope you'll 
have Patience to hear me. | 

L. Fop. The greatneſs of your Neceſlities, Tam, is the 
worſt Argument in the Warld far your being patiently 
heard. I do believe you are going to make a very good 
Speech, but, ſtrike me dumb, it has the worſt Begining of 
any Speech I have heard this Twelvemonth. 

Y. Faſb. Pm very ſorry you think ſo. | 
I. Fop. I do believe thou art. But come, let's know 
thy Affair quickly; for tis a new Play, and I ſhall be fo 
rumpled and ſqueezed with preſſing thro the Crawd, to get 
to my Servant, the Women will think I have lain all Night 
in my Clothes. Ab 
T. Faßb. Why then (that I may not be the Author of fo 

great a Misfortune) my Caſe in a Word is this. 'Thewe- 

ceſſary Expences of my Travels have ſo much exceeded the 

wretched Income of my Annuity, that I have been forced 

to mortgage it for Five Hundred Pounds, which is ſpent ; 
ſo that unleſs you are ſo kind to aſſiſt me in redeeming it, 
I know no Remedy but to take a Purſe. 
IL. Fop. Why, Faith, Tam to give ycu my Senſe 
of the thing, I do think taking a Purſe the beſt Remedy 
in the Warld; for if you ſucceed, you are reliev'd that 
way; if you are taken you are reliev'd t'other., | 
T. Faſh, I'm Fun to ſee you are in ſo pleaſant a Hu- 
mour, I hope I ſhall find the Effects on't. „ 


2 4 W Why, do you then really think it a ted 
ſhould give you Five Hundred Paunds? © 


ching 1 
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Y. Faſb. I do not aſk it as a Due, Brother, I am willing 
to receive it as a Favour. 5 N 
L. Fop. Thau art willing to receive it any haw, ſtrike 
me ſpeechleſs. But theſe are damn'd times to give Money 
in: Taxes are fo great, Repairs fo exorbitant, Tenants 
ſuch Rogues, and Perriwigs ſo dear, that the Devil take 
me, I am reduc'd to that Extremity in my Caſh, I have 
been farc'd to retrench in that one Article of ſweet Pawder, 
till T have braught it dawn to Five Guineas a Manth. Naw 
judge, Tam, whether I can ſpare you Five hundred 
Paunds ? | | | 
Y. Faſb. If you can't, muſt ſtarve, that's all. [A/ide.} 
Damn him. h « 
L. Fop. All J can ſay is, you ſhould have been a better 
Huſband. | | 5 | | | 
Y. Faſb. Oons, if you can't live upon five thouſand a 
Year, how do you think I ſhould do't upon two hundred? 
L. Fop. Don't be in a Paſſion, Tam; far Paſſion is the 
moſt unbecoming thing in the Warld—to the-Face. Look 
ou, I don't love to ſay any thing to you to make you me- 
[ancholy'; but upon this octaſion I muſt take leave to put 
you in mind, that a Running Horſe does require more At- 
tendance, than a Coach-Horſe. Nature has made ſome 
difference 'twixt you and me. | ee 
V. Faſh. Ves, ſne has made you older. [Aſde.] Pox 
take M, 2 | | = | 
L. Fop. That is natall, Tam. FOR 
T. Faßb. Why, what is there elſe ? | | 
* 5 [looking firfl upon himſelf, then upon his Brother. 
— Aſk the Ladies. RE | 
Y. Faſh. Why, thou Eſſence Bottle, thou Muſk-Cat, 
doſt thou then think thou haſt any Advantage over me, but 
what Fortune has given thee ? 1 l 
L. Fop. 1 do ſtap my Vitals. | go 
T. Faſb. Now, by all that's great and powerful, thou 
art the Prince of Coxcombs. © | - 
L. Fop. Sir——l am praud of being at the Head of fo . 
prevailing a Party. | 1 15 = 
Z. Faſb. Will nothing then provoke thee Draw, 
Coward, be rt 11 7 „ 
L. Fop. Look you, Tam, you know I have always 
taken you for a mighty dull Fellow, and here is one of 
the fooliſheſt Plats broke out, that J haye ſeen a long time. 
Your Payerty makes your Life ſo burdenſome to you, you 
would provoke me to. à Quarrel, in hopes either to ſlip 
thro' my Lungs into my Eftate, or to get yourſelf run thro? 
FOUL: &.:> | i the' 
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the Guts, to put an end to your Pain. But I will diſap- 
point you in both your Deſigns ; far with tne Temper of 
a Philaſapher, and the Diſcretion of a Stateſman——1 will 
go to the Play with my Sword in my Scabbard. 
: | | [Exit Lord Fop. 
T. Faſh. So! Farewel, Snuff-Box. And now, Con- 
ſcience, I defy thee. Lory! 


5 Enter Lory. | 
Lory, Sir. | : s 8 
F. Faſh. Here's rare News, Lory; his Lordſhip has 
given me a Pill has purg'd off all my Scruples. 
Lory. Then my Heart's at eaſe again: For I have been 
in a lamentable Fright, Sir, ever ſince your Conſcience had 
the Impudence to intrude into your Company. | 
F. Faſb. Be at peace, it will come there no more: My 
Brother has given it a wring by the Noſe, and I have kick'd 
it down Stairs. So run away to the Inn ; get the Horſes 
ready quickly, and bring them to old Cœupler's, without a 
Moment's Delay. | 5 
Lory. Then, Sir, you are going ſtraight about the For- 
tune. 3 é | 
T. Faſb. I am: away; fly, Lory. 
Tory. The happieſt Day I ever ſaw. I'm upon the Wing 
Nn 6g . LZxeunt ſeveral vhs. , 


SCE N E, à Garden, 
Enter Loveleſs and Servant. 


N my Wife within? | 75 Fog 
Ser. No, Sir, ſhe has been gone out this half 

= Hour, | . ” | . # . 

Low. Tis well? leave me. 


8 Solus. | 


Sure Fate has yet ſome Buſineſs to be done, 
Before Amanda's Heart and mine muſt reſt ; 

_ Elſe, why amongſt thoſe Legions of her Sex, 
Which throng the World, 

Shou'd ſhe pick out for her Companion 

The only one on Earth, . 

Whom Nature has endow'd for her undoing ? 

| Undoing, was't I faid—Who ſhall undo her? 
Is not her Empire fix d? Am I not her's? 

Did ſhe not reſcue me, a groveling Slave, 


: 
: ; 


„ © 
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When chain'd and bound by that black Tyrant Vice, 


I labour'd in his vileſt Drudgery ? | 
Did ſhe not ranſom me, and ſet me os ? 


Nay more: 1105 
When by my Follies ſunk | | Fee 


. To a poor tatter'd deſpicable Berge, | 


Did ſhe not lift me up to envy'd Fortune? 
Give me herſelf, and all that ſhe poſſeſt? of 


Without a Thought of more Return, 


Than what a poor repenting Heart might make 155 
Han't ſhe done this? And if ſhe has, 1 
Am I not ſtrongly bound to love her for it? 


To love her Why, do I not love her then * 


By Earth and Heaven I do. 
Nay, I have Demonſtration that I do: 

For I would facrifice my Life to ſerve her. 

Yet hold if laying down my Life 

Be Demonſtration of my Love, 

What is't I feel in favour of Berimihia? | 
For ſhou'd ſhe be in Danger, methinks, I cou'd incline 
To riſk it for her Service too; and yet I do not love et 
How then ſubſiſts my Proof . . 


—0O, I have found it out. e 
What I wou'd do for one, is Demonſtration. of my Love; 


And if I'd do às much for tother : it there is Demonſtta- 
tion of my Friendſhip Ay it muſt be ſo. I ſind Im ve- 
ry much her Friend. Vet let me alk, myſelf © one n 
Queſtion more: 

Whence ſprings this mighty F riendſhip all at once * n 
For our Acquaintance is of a later Date. Now Friends 
ſhip's ſaid to be a Plant of tedious Growth, its Root com- 
pos'd of tender Fibres; nice in their Taſte, cautious in 


Lu. 


ſpreading, check'd with the leaſt Corruption in the Soil, 


long ere it take, and longer ſtill ere it appear to do ſo; 
whilſt mine is in a Moment ſhot ſo high, and fix'd fo faſt, 
it ſeems beyond the Power of Storms to r it. 1 doubt 
it thrives too faſt [ Mang. | 3 
Enter Berinthia. Bothe 
Ab, ſhe here !++Nay, then take heed, my Heart Air" 
there are Dangers towards. 15 


Ber. What makes 458, look ſo bought, sir, I hope : 


you are not ill. | L 
Low. I was debating, Madam, bilder I was ſo or 


not; and that was it which made me look fo thoughtful. ' 


Ber. Is it then ſo hard a matter to decide? I thought all 
People had been acquainted with their own Bodies, tho? 


few People know their own Minds. 


C 2 | Low 
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Low, What if the Diſtemper, I ſuſpect, be in the Mind? 

Ber. Why then I'll undertake to preſcribe you a Cure, 

© Lov. Alas, you undertake you know not what. INS 

Ber. So far at leaſt then allow me to be a Phyſician. 

Low. Nay, I'll allow you fo yet farther : For I have rea- 
ſon to believe, ſhou'd I put myſelf into your Hands, you 
wou'd increaſe my Diſtemper. 

Ber. Perhaps I might have Reaſons from the College 

not to be too quick in your Cure; but *tis poſſible, I 
=P ht find ways to give you often Eaſe, Sir. 
ov. Were I but ſure of that, I'd quickly lay my Caſe 
before you. 

Ber. Whether you are ſure of it or no, what _ do 
you run in trying? 

Lov. O, a very great one. 

Ber. How $5: : 3 1 

Low. You might betray my Diſtemper to my Wife. 

Ber. And fo loſe all NG my iſe "_ : 

Lov. Will you then keep my Secret? 

Ber. I will, if it an t burſt me. 

Lev. Swear. 

Ber. I do. 

| 12 By what ? 
at's wearing by m Dei Do it by yo 
own, or Lihan' t believe you. my " 5 _ 

Ber. By Man then. 

Low. I'm ſatisfy” d. Now 3 my Symptoms, and give 

me your Advice. The firſt were theſe : 8 
When *twas my Chance to ſee you at the Play, 
A random Glance you threw, at firſt alarm'd me, . 
I cou d not turn my Eyes from whence the 1 came's | 
I gaz'd upon you, till you ſhot again, | | 
And then my Fears came on me. 
My Heart began to pant, my Limbs to tremble, 
My Blood grew thin, m wy Pulſe beat quick, 
My eyes grew hot and dim, and all the Frame. of Nature 
Shook with Apprehenſion. 
"Tis true, ſome ſmall Recruits of Reſolution - 
My Manhood brought to my Aſſiſtance, 
And by their Help I made a Stand a while, 
But found at laſt your Arrows flew ſo thick, 
They cou'd not fail to pierce me; | 
So left the Field, 
n fed _ r meier to Amanda' 8 Arms. N 
What 


What think you of theſe Symptoms, pray? 
Ber. Feveriſn every one of m. 
But what Relief pray did your Wife afford you ? 

Lov. Why, inſtantly ſhe let me Blood, which for the 
reſent much aſſuag'd my Flame. But when I ſaw you, out 
t burſt gain, and rag'd with greater Fury than before, 
| Nay, ſince you now appear, tis 5 increas'd, that in a Mo- 
ment, if you do not help me, I ſhall, whilit you look on, 
conſume to Aſhes, {Taking hold of her Hand.) 88 

Ber. {breaking from bim.] O Lard, let me go; "Tis the 
Plague, and we ſhall all be infected. | 

Low. {catching her in his Arms, and kifing ber.] Then 
we'll die together, my charming Angel, | | 
Ber. O Ged-——the Devil's in you. 

Lord, let me go, here's ſome body coming. 
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Euter Servant. 


Serv, Sir, my Lady's come home, and deſires to ſpear 
with you: She's in her Chamber. | 
Low. Tell her I'm coming. [ Exit Servant.) [To Ber.] 
1 I go, one Glaſs of Nectar more to drink her 
ealth. 2 e X 
Ber. Stand off, or I ſhall hate you, by Heavens, 
Lov. ¶ Ki ing ber.] In Matters of Love, a Woman's 


Oath is no more to be minded than a Man's. 
Ber. Um | 


Enter Werthy. 


Wor. Ha! What's here? my old Miſtreſs, and ſo cloſe, 
T'faith | I wou'd not ſpoil her Sport for the Univerſe. [He | 
retires, # 4} Is 7 
| 8 Ged—Now do I pray to Heaven, [ Exit Loveleſs 
ruaning.] with all my Heart and Soul, that the Devil in 
Hell may take me, if ever I was better ee in my 
Life This Man has bewitch'd me, that's certain. 
[ Sighing.] Well, I am condemn'd, but, Thanks to 
Heaven, I feel myſelf each Moment more and more pre- 

par'd for my Execution. Nay, to that degre, I don't per- 


ceive I have the leaſt fear of dying. No, I find, let the _ 


' Executioner. be but a Man, and there's nothing will ſuffer 
with more Reſolution than a Woman. Well, I never had 


C 7 | bet 
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but one Intrigue yet: But I confeſs I long to have another. 
Pray Heaven it end as the firſt did tho', that we may both 


grow weary, at a Time; for 'tis a melancholy thing for 
Lovers to outlive one another. 


| Enter Worthy. 
Wor. [afide.) This Diſcovery's a lucky one, I hope to 


make a happy uſe on't. That Gentlewoman there is no 
Fool ; ſo I ſhall be able to make her underſtand her Intereſt. 
. [To Ber.] Your Servant, Madam, I need not aſk you how 
you do, you have got ſo good a Colour. | 
Ber. No better than I us'd.to have, I ſuppoſe. 
Wor. A little more Blood in your Cheeks. 
Ber. The Weather's hot. | | 
Wor. If it were not, a Woman may have a Colour, 
Ber. What do you mean by that ? 
Wor. Nothing. 
Ber. Why do you ſmile then? 
Wor. Becauſe the Weather's hot. 
Ber. You'll never leave roguing, 
Wor. (putting his Finger to his No 


I ſee that. | 
2.] You'll never leave, 
Ber. Well, I can't imagine what you drive at. Pray 
tell me what you mean? | ; 2% 
Mor. Do you tell me, it's the ſame thing? 
Ber. I can't. 
Wor. Guels ! . 
Ber. I ſhall gueſs wrong. 8 
Wor. Indeed you won't. 5 | 
Ber. Pſha ! either tell, or let it alone. 
Wor. Nay, rather than let it alone, I will tell. But firſt 
1 muſt put you in mind that, after what has paſt *twixt 
you and me, very few things ought to be Secrets een us. 
Ber. Why what Secrets do we hide? I know of none. 
Por. Ves, there are two; one I have hid from you, and 
Cother you wou'd hide from me. You are fond of Lowe- 
_tefs, which I have diſcover'd; and I am fond of his Wife— 
Ber. Which I have diſcover'd. | 
Mor. Very well, now I confeſs your Diſcovery to be 
true: What do you ſay to mine? * Ab 
Ber. Why, I confeſs I wou'd ſwear twere falſe, if 
I thought you were Fool enough to believe mee. 
Mor. Now am I almoſt in Love with you again. Nay, 
I don't know but I might be quite ſo, had I made one 
ſhort Campaign with Amanda. Therefore, if you — 
8 | *twould. 
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*twould tickle your Vanity, to bring me down once more 
to your Lure, e en help me quickly to diſpatch her Buſineſs, 
that I may have nothing elſe to do, but to apply myſelf to 

Ours. ' | ö g 
Ber. Do you then think, Sir, I am old enough to be a 
Bawd ? | | 
Mor. No, but I think you are wiſe enough to 
Ber. Todo what ? | 
Wer. To hoodwink Amanda with a Gallant, that ſhe 
mayn't ſee who is her Huſband's Miſtreſs, 
er. [a/ide.) He has reaſon; The Hint's a good one. 
Wor. Well, Madam, what think you on't ? | 
Ber. Ithink you are ſo much a deeper Politician in theſe 
Affairs than I am, that Iought to have a very great regard 
to your Advice. 1 5 
Wor. Then give me leave to put you in mind, that the 
moſt eaſy, ſafe, and pleaſant Situation for your own Amour, 
is the Houſe in which you now are; provided you keep 
Amanda from any ſort of Suſpicion. That the Way to do 
that, is to engage her in an Intrigue of her-own, making 
yourſelf her Confidant. And the way to bring her to In- 
trigue, is to make her jealous of her Huſpand in a wrong. 
place; which the more you foment, che leis you'll be ſut- 
PR This is my Scheme, in ſhort; which if you fol- 
ow, as you ſhou'd do, (my dear Berinthia) we may all 
four paſs the Winter very pleaſantly. | 
Ber. Well, I cou'd be glad to have no body's Sins to 
anſwer for but my own. But where there is a Neceſſty—-, 
Wor. Right, as you ſay, where there is a Neceſſity, a 
Chriſtian is bound to help his Neighbour. - So, good Be- 


rinthia, loſe no time, but let us begin the Dance as faſt as 


> 


we can, ; | FTI. 

Ber. Not till the Fiddles are in Tune, pray Sir. Your 
Lady's Strings will be very apt to fly, I can tell you that, 
if they are wound up too haftily, But if you'll have pa- 
tience to ſkrew em to a pitch by degrees, I don't doubt but 
ſhe may endure to be play'd upon. 717 3 Je 000u 

Wor. Ay, and will make admirable Muſick too, or I'm 
miſtaken ; but have you had no private Cloſet Diſcourſe 
with her yet about Males and Females, and ſo forth, which 


may give you hopes in her Conftitution ? for I know her 


Morals aye the Devil againſt us, LENS 

Ber. Thave had fo much Diſcourſe with her, that I be- 
lieve were ſhe once cur'd of her fondneſs to her Huſband, 
the Fortreſs of her Virtue wou'd not be fo impreznable as 


Ly 


the fancies. 5 


% 
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Wor. What! ſhe runs, ]'ll warrant you, into that com- 

mon Miſtake of fond Wives, who conclude themſelvca 
' virtuous, becauſe they can refuſe a Man they don't like, 
when they have got one they do. 
Ber. True, and therefore I think *tis a preſumptuous 
thing in a Woman to aſſume the Name of Virtuous, till 
ſhe has heartily hated her Huſband, and been ſoundly in 
love with ſomebody elſe. Whom, if ſhe has withſtood— 
then——much Good may it do her, | 

Wer. Well, ſo much for her Virtue. Now, one Word 
of her Inclinations, and every one to their Poſt, What 
Opinion do you find ſhe has of me? | 
Ber. What you cou'd wiſh z ſhe thinks you handſome 
and diſcreet. | | 
Mor. Good, that's thinking half Seas over. One Tide 
more brings us into Port. 5 | 

Ber. Perhaps it may, tho' ſtill remember, there's a dif- 
fcult Bar to paſs. 5 

Wor. I know there is, but I don't queſtion I ſhall get 
well over it, by the help of ſuch a Pilot. | 

Ber, You may depend upon your Pilot, ſhe'll do the beſt 
the 17 5 ſo weigh Anchor and be gone as ſoon as you 
ple e. 73 8 

Wor. T'm under Sail already. Adieu. [Exit Wor, 

Ber. Bon Voyage. (Sola.) So, here's fine Work, 
- What a Buſineſs have I undertaken? I'm a very pretty 
Gentlewoman truly; but there was no avoiding it : He'd 
have ruin'd me, if Ihad refus'd him. Beſides, faith, I be- 

gin to fancy there may be as much pleaſure in carrying on 
another body's Intrigue, as one's own. This at leaſt is 
certain, it exerciſes almoſt all the entertaining Faculties of 
a Woman: For there's employment for Hypocriſy, Inven- 


tion, Deceit, Flattery, Miſchief, and Lying. {| 
Enter Amanda, her Woman following ber. 


Mom. If you pleaſe, Madam, only to ſay, whether 
you'll have me buy em or not, | = 

Ama. Yes, no, go fiddle; I care not what you do. 
Pr'ythee leave me. | 3 
Mom. I have done. | [ Exit Vom. 

Ber. What in the Name of Joe's the matter with you? 
Ama. The matter, Berinthia, I'm almoſt mad, I'm 
plagu'd to death. | 

Ber. Who is it that plagues you? | 
| - Ama. 


WI 
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Ama. Who do you think ſhou'd plague a Wife, but 
her Huſband ? 


4 Ber. O ho, is it come to that? We ſhall have you with 
1 yourſelf a Widow by and by. 

1 Ama. Wou'd I were any thing but what I am; a baſe 

8 ungrateful Man, after what I have done for him, to uſe | 
ill me thus! | 


$i Ber. What, he has been ogling now, Il warrant you ? 
Ama, Yes, he has been ogling. 

I Aer. And fo you are jealous; is that all > - 

4 Ama. That all! is Jealouly then nothing? 
Ber. It ſhou'd be nothing, if I were in your Caſe. 
Ama. Why, what wou'd you do ? | 

: Ber. I'd cure myſelf. 
Ama. How ? | | 

1 Ber. Let Blood in the fond Vein; ; Care : as litt le for my 

Huſband, as he did for me. 

| Ama. T hat wou'd not ſtop his Courſe... 

Ber. Nor nothing elſe, — the Wind's in the warm 
Corner. Look you, Amanda, you may build Caſties in 
the Air, and fume, and fret, and grow thin and lean, and 
pale and ugly, if you pleaſe. But 1 tell you, no Man 

worth having is true to his Wife, or can be true to « Wife, 
or ever was, or ever will be ſo. — 

Ama. Do you then really think. he s falſe to me? for I 
wid but ſuſpect him. | | 

Ber. Think fo ! I know he's ſo. - 

Ama. Is it poſſible ? Pray tell me what you know? 

Ber. Don't preſs me then to name Names; for that I: 
have ſworn I won't do. 

Ama, Well, I won't ; but let me know. all you can 
without Perjury. 

Ber. T'll let you know enough to prevent any wiſe Wo- 
man's dying of the Pip; and I hope you'll pluck up your _ 
Spirits, and ſhew, upon en you can be as good a 
Wife as the beſt of m. 

Ama. Well, what a Woman can do I'll endeavour. . 

Ber. O, a Woman can do a great deal, if once ſhe ſets 
her Mind to it. Therefore pray don't and trifling any 

longer, and teazing yourſelf. with this and that, and your 
Love and your Virtue, and I know not what : But reſo ve 
to hold up your Head, get a tiptoe, and look over ew 
all; for to my certain Knowledge your Huſb:nd is 9 
pickeering elſewhere, 

Ama. You are ſure on't ? 


Ber, Poſitively, he fell in love at the Play, A ets 
© 5 1 Ana 


Dy 
. F 1 woos 
* * 
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Ama. Right, the very ſame ; do you know the ugly thing ? 
Ber. Yes, I know her well enough ; but hes 8. uch 

ugly thin "Sg neither. 

Ama. Is ſhe ve handſome ? 
Ber. Truly I think fo. 

Ama. Hey ho. | 

Ber. What do you ſigh for now ? 
Ama. Oh my Heart! 

Ber. [afide.] Only the Pangs of Nature! ſhe” s in La- 
bour of her Love; Foo ſend her a quick Delivery, I'm 
ſure ſhe has a good Midwife. 

Ama. I'm very ill, I muſt go to my Chamber; 

Dear Berinthia, don't leave me a Moment. 

Ber. No, don't fear. [ 4/ide.] I'll ſee you fafe brought 
to Bed, I'll warrant you. [ Exeunt, Amanda leaning upon 
| ee | Berinthia, ] 


SCEN E, Acanto. Hab. 
Eater Young Faſhion and Lory. 


7. F 4b. QO, FIRE s our Inheritance, Lory, if we can but 
get into Poſſeſſion. But, methinks, the Seat 

of our Family looks like Noah's Ark, as if the chief part 

on't were deſign d for the Fowls of the Air, and the oy 

of the Field. 

Lory. Pray, Sir, don't let your Head run upon the Or- 
ders of Building here; get but the Heireſs, let the Devil 
take the Houſe, 

T. Faßb. Get but the Houſe, let the Devil take the 
Heireſs, I fay ; at leaſt if ſhe be as old Coupler deſcribes 
her. But come, we have no time to ſquander. Knock at 
the Door. [Lory Inoch two or three times.] What the 
ye, have they got no Ears in this Houſe? Knock 
harder. C 
Lory. T'Gad, Sir, this will prove ſome inchanted Caſtle; ; 

we ſhall have the Giant come out by and by with his 9 
and beat our Brains out. [ Knocks again.] 

J Faſh. Huſh; they come. | 

From awithin.] Who is there? - 

Lory. Open the Door and ſee: Is that your Country | 
Breeding 7 | 

Within. Ay, but two Words to a Bargain 2 Fammus, is 
the Blunderbuſs prim'd ? 

T. Fafh. Oons, give em good Words, Lory; ve wan 
de ſhot hers a FECT CAS. | i 
f ory. 


' Py 
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Lory. T'Gad, Sir, I think yare in the right on't. Ho, 
Mr. What d'ye-call- um. [ Servant appears at the Win- 
dow with a Blunderbuſs.] Weal naw, what's yare Buſi- 
neſs ? | TIS: 
T. Faſh. Nothing, Sir, but to wait upon Sir Tunbelly, 
with your leave. * OH 
Ser. To weat upon Sir Tunbelly? Why, you'll: find 
that's juſt as Sir Tunbelly pleaſes. | 
Y. Faſh. But will you do me the Favour, Sir, to know 
whether Sir Tunbelly pleaſts er net? 564.7; | 
Ser. Why, look you, do you ſee, with good Words 
much may be done. Ralph, go thy weas, and aſk Sir Tun- 
belly if he pleaſes to he weated upon. And, do'ſt hear? 
Call to Nurſe, that ſhe may lock up Miſs Hoyder before 
the Geat's open. | | 8 
Y. Faſb. D'ye hear that, Lory? | „ 
Lory. Ay, Sir, I'm afraid we ſhall find a difficult Job 
on't. Pray Heaven that old Rogue Coupler han't ſent us 
to fetch Milk out of the Gun- room. | | 
F. Faſb. I'Il warrant. thee all will go well: See, the 
Door opens. | 5 | 


Enter Sir Tunbelly, with bis Servants arm'd with Guns, © 
5 Clubs, Pitchforks,' Scythes, &c. 


Lory. Lrunning behind his Mafter.] O Lord; O Lord, | 
Lord, we are both dead Men. 5 | 
Y. Faſh. Take heed, Fool, thy Fear will ruin us. 


Lory. My Fear, Sir, Sdeath, Sir, I fear nothing. 


[aſide.] Wou'd I were well up to the Chin in a Horſe- 
pond. ä 45 5 
! Sir Tun. Who is it here has any Buſineſs with me? | 
2 Faſh. Sir, tis I, if your Name be Sir Tunbellyß 
Clumſey. | : 4 
Si Tun, Sir, my Name is Sir Tunbelly Clumſey, whe- 
ther you have any Buſineſs with me or not. So you ſee 
| I am not aſham'd of my Name—nor my Face—neither. 
Y. Faſh. Sir, you have uo-Cauſe, that I know of. 
Sir Tun. Sir, if you have no Cauſe neither, I defire to 
know who you are; for till I know your Name, I ſhall -- 
not aſk you to come into my Houſe, and when I know your 
Name tis fix to four I don't aſk you neither, 
Y. Faſb. [giving him a Letter.} Sir, I hope you'll find 
this Letter an authentick Paſſport. - 55 
Sir Tun. Cod's my life, 1 aſk your Lordſhip's Pardon 
ten thouſand Times. [ To bis Servant.] Here, yu in 
a-docrs 
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a-doors quickly: Get:a Scotch-Coal Fire in the great Par- 
lour ; ſet all the Turkey-work-Chairs in their Places; get 
the great Braſs Candlgſticks out, and be ſure ſtick the Soc- 
kets full of Laurel; run. ¶ Turning to Young Faſh.] My 
Lord, I afk your Lordſhip's Pardon. [ To other Serwants.] 
And, do you hear, run away to Nurſe, bid her let Mits 
Hop den looſe again, and if it was not ſhifting Day, let her 
put on a clean Tucker, quick. ö 
"EL 1  Exeunt Servants confuſedly, 
To Young Faſh.] I hope your Honour will excuſe the 
diſorder of my Family, we are not us'd to receive Men of 
your Lordſhip's great Quality every Day; pray where are 
your Coaches and Servants, my Lord? | 
T. Faßb. Sir, that I might give you and your fair Daughter 
a proof how impatient I am to be nearer a-kin to you, I 
left my Equipage to follow me, and came away Poſt with 
only one Servant. 
Sir Tun. Your Lordſhip does me too much Honour. 
It was expoſing your Perſon to too much Fatigue and 
Danger, I proteſt it was; but my Daughter ſhall endeavour 
to make you what amends ſhe can; and tho' I ſay it, that 
ſhou'd not ſay i. Heyden has Charms. | 
Y. Fafh. Sir, I am not a Stranger to them, tho' I am to 
her. Common Fame has done her Juſtice. | 
Sir Tun. My Lord, I am common Fame's very grateful 
humble Servant. My Lord my Girl's young: Heyden 
is young, my Lord; but this I muſt ſay for her, what ſhe 
Wants in Art, ſhe has by Nature; what ſhe wants in Ex- 
perience, ſhe has in Breeding; and what's wanting in her 
Age, is made good in her Conſtitution. Se pray, my 
Lord, walk in; pray, my Lord, walk in. N 
Y. Fab. Sir, I wait upon you. : LExenuat, 


Mz:ſs Hoyden ſola. | F154 

Sure never no body was us'd as I am, I know well 
enough what other Girls do, for all they think to make a 
Fool of me: It's well Ihavea Huſband a coming, or I'cod, 
I'd marry the Baker, I wou'd fo. No body can knock at 
the Gate, but preſently I muſt be lock'd up; and here's the 
young Greyhound Bitch can run looſe about the Houſe all 
the Day long, the can; tis very well. © mats 


| Nurſe avithout, opening the Door. ou . 


Ente 


* 
: ; 1 « * þ 
* . ; | 
* 
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Enter Nurſe. 4 


Miſs. Well, what do you make ſuch a Noiſe for, ha 
What do you din a body's Ears for? Can't one be at quiet 
for ou. | 

Nurſe, What do I din your Ears for ? Here's one come 
will din your Ears far you. | | 
Miſs. What care 1 who's come; I care not a Fig who 
comes, nor who goes, as long as I muſt be lock'd up like 
the Ale-Cellar. | | ; 

Nurſe. That, Miſs, is for fear you ſhou'd be drank be- 
fore you are ripe. _. 

Miſs. O, don't you trouble your. Head about that; I'm 
as ripe as you, tho' not ſo mellow. . | 
Nurſe. Very well; now I have a good mind to lock you 
up again, and not let you ſee my Lord to-night. 

Miſs. My Lord! Why is my Huſband come? 

Nurſe. Yes, marry is he, and a. goodly Perſon too. 

Miſs. [hugging Mare. O my dear Nurſe, forgive me 
this once, and I'll never miſuſe you again; no, if I do, 
you ſhall give me three Thumps on the Back, and a great 
Pinch by the Cheek. 

Nurſe. Ah the poor thing, ſee how it melts; it's as full 
of Good-Nature, as an Egg's full of Meat. 

M/. But, my dear Nurie, don't lie now; is he come, 
by your troth ? 
Nurſe. Yes, by my truly, is he. 3 

Mijs. O Lord !. I'll go and put on my lac'd Smack, tha 
I'm whipt till the Blood run down. my Heels for t. | 

Rag [Exit running. 

Nurſe. Eh the Lord ſuccour thee, how thou art 

delighted? ah ; [Exit after ber. 


Enter Sir Tunbelly, and Young Faſhion... A Servant 
|  wub Wine. 


Sir Tun. My Lord, I'm proud of the Honour to ſee your 
Lordſhip within my Doors: and I humbly crave feave to 
bid you welcome in a Cup of Sack Wine. 

Y. Fab. Sir, to your Daughter's Health. [ Drinks. 

Sir Jun. Ah poor Girl, ſhe'll be ſcar'd out of her Wits 
on her Wedding Night; for, honeſtly ſpeaking, ſhe does 
not know a Man from a Woman, but by his Beard, and 
his Breeches. 4 ; 

RE T. Faſt. 
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. Faſb. Sir, I don't doubt ſhe has had a virtuous Edu«. 


cation, which, with the reſt of her Merit, makes me long 
to ſee her mine. I wiſh you wou'd diſpenſe with the Cano- 
nical Hour, and let it be this very Night. | 

Sir Tun. O not ſo ſoon neither; that's ſhooting my 
Girl before you bid her ſtand. No, give her fair warning, 


we'll fign and ſeal To-night if you pleaſe ;-and this Day 


ſeven-night———let the Jade look to her Quarters. 

. Faſb. This Day ſeven-night Why, what do you 
take me for a Ghoſt, Sir? 'Slife, Sir, I'm made of Fleſh 
and Blood, and Bones and Sine ws, and can no more live a 
Week without your Daughter than I can live a Month 
with her. [ A/de.] - | 

Sir Tun. Oh, I'll warrant you, my Hero; young Men 
are hot, I know, but they don't boil over at that rate, 


neither; beſides my Wench's Wedding Gown is not come 


home yet. 23 ; 

Y. Fafh. O no matter, Sir, I'll' take her in her Shift. 
[Afide.] A Pox of this old Fellow, he'll delay the Buſineſs 
till my damn'd Star finds me out, and diſcovers me. [T9 


Sir Tun. ] Pray, Sir, let it be done without Ceremony 


etwill fave Money. 


Sir Tun, Money Save Money when Hoyden's to be. 


marry'd? Udſwoons T'll give my Wench a Wedding- 
dinner, tho' I go to Graſs with the King of Aria fort, 


and ſuch a Dinner it ſhall be, as is not to be cook'd in the 


paching of an Egg. Therefore, my Noble Lord, have a 
| Retle Patience, we'll go and look over our Deeds and Set- 
tlements immediately; and as for your Bride, tho* you 
may be ſharp-ſet before ſhe's quite ready, I'l} engage for 


| my.Girl, ſhe ſtays your Stomach at laſt. « | [ Ex eun t. 


{ 


ACT. IV. c EN E I. 
Enter Miſs Hoyden and Nurſe. 


Nurſe NF ELL, Miſs, how do you like your Huf 


| band that is to he? 
Miſs. O Lord, Nurſe, I'm ſo vverjoy'd, I can ſcarce 
contain myſelf. e [4 
Nurſe. O but you muſt have a care of being too fond; 
for Men now-a-days hate a Woman that loves em. 
Miſs. Love him ! Why do you think I love him, Narſe 
 T'cod, I wou'd not care if he were hang'd, fo I were but 
p 4 once 
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once married to him No- that which pleaſes me, is 
to think what Work I'll make when I get to London; for 
when I am a Wife and a Lady both, Nurſe, TI'cod I'll flant 
it with the beſt of *em. 15 . 

Nurſe. Look, look, if his Honour be not a coming to 
you; now if I were ſure you wou'd behave yourſelf hand- 
lomely, and not diſgrace me that have brought you up, I'd 
leave you alone together. | . 

Miſs. That's my beſt Nurſe, do as you wou'd be done 
by; truſt us together, this once, and if I don't ſhew my. 
Breeding from the Head to the Foot of me, may I be twice 
married, and die a Maid, 

Nurſe. Well, this once I'll venture you; but if you- 
diſparage me | | ; 

Miſs. Never fear, I'll ſhew him my Parts, I'll warrant. 
him. [Exit Nurſe.] Theſe old Women are ſo wiſe when 
they get a poor Girl into their Clutches; but ere it be long, 
I ſhall know what's what, as well as the beſt of em. 


Enter Young Faſhion. 


Y. Faſh. Your Servant, Madam, I'm glad to find you- 
alone; for I have ſomething of Importance to ſpeak to you: 
about. | : | 

Miſs. Sir, (my Lord, I-meant) you may ſpeak to me- 
about what you pleaſe, I ſhall give you a civil Anſwer. 

Y. Faſh. You give me ſo obliging a one, it encourages 
me to tell you in a few Words, what I think both for your 
Intereſt and mine. Your Father, I ſuppoſe you know, has 
reſolv'd to make me happy in being your Huſband, and 1 

| Fs I may depend upon your Conſent, to perform what he 
eſires. ä . | | | 

Miß. Sir, I never diſobey my Father in any thing but 
eating of green Gooſeberries. | ” 

Y. Faſb. So good a Daughter muſt needs be an admirable 
Wife; I am therefore impatient till you are mine, and 
hope you will fo far conſider the Violence of my Love, that 
you won't have the Cruelty to defer my Happineſs, fo long 
as your Father deſigns it. | ; „ 

Misc. Pray, my Lord, how long is that? 8 

Y. Faſb. Madam, a thouſand Years-——a whole Week. 

Miſs. A Week — why I ſhall be an old Woman by 
that time. | | 3 Fs | 

. Faſb. And J an old Man, which you'll find. a greater 
Mis fortune than t' other. | . 
| 7 Miſs. 


\ 
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Mig. Why I thought it was to be To-morrow Waun 


as ſoon as I was up ; I'm ſure Nurſe told me fo. 

Z. Faſh. And it ſhall be To-morrow Morning ill, if 
you l conſent. | 

Mijs. It: Fll conſent. Why Erhiought.I was to obey you 
as my Huſband. 

T. Faſh. That's ne we are married; till then, I am 


to obey you. 
Miſs. Why then, if we are to take it by- turns, it's the 


ſame thing : I'll obey you now, and when we are married, 
vou ſhall obey me. 


V. Faſb. With all my heart; but I doubt we. mult get. 


Nurſe, on our Side, or we mall“ hardly prevail with the 


Chaplain. | 
4. No more we ſhan't indeed, for he loves her hater 


than he loves his Pulpit, and wou d always be a preaching: 


do her by his good Will. 


Y. Faſh. Why then, my dear little Bedfellow, if. you'll 


call her hither, we'll try to perſuade her preſently. 
Miſs. O Lord, Lean tell you a way how to perſuade her 


to any thing. 
F. Faſb. How's that? 


NM. ifs. Why tell her ſhe's a wholeſome comely Woman | 


and give her Half a Crown. 


Y. Faſb. Nay, if that will do, ſhe ſhall have half a core 
of em. 
V. O Gemini, for half that ſhe'd. marry you herſelf: 
Fl] run and call her. [Exit Miſs. 
. Faſh. Lſolus.] So, Matters go ſwimmingly; this is a 
rare Girl, I faith; I ſhall have a fine time of it with her at 
London. Fm much miſtaken if ſhe den't prove a March 
Hare all the Year round. What a ſcampering Chaſe will. 
ſhe make on't, when ſhe finds the whole Kennel of Beaux 
at her Tail ! Hey to the Park and the Play, and the Church, 
and the Devil; ſhe'll ſhew them ſport, I'll warrant 'em. 
But no matter, "the brings an Eſtate will afford me a 1 


rate Maintenance. 


Enter Miſs and Nurſe. 


r. Faſb. How do you do, good Miſtreſs Nurſe? I defir'd. 
your young Lady would give me leave to ſee you, that I 
might thank you for your extraordinary Carc and Condu& 
in her Education; pray accept of this {mail archer Kind- 
ment for it at preſent, and depend upon my farther Kin 
neſs, when I ſhall be that happy thing her Huſband. | 7 
Nu fo 
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Nurſe. [afide.) Gold by mackins! Your Honour's 
Goodneſs is too great: alas! all I can boaſt of is, I gave 
her pure good Milk, and fo your Honour wou'd have ſaid, 
an you had ſeen how the poor thing ſuck'd it Eh, God's 
bleſſing on the ſweet Face on't ; how it us'd to hang at this 
poor Teat, and ſuck and ſqueeze, and kick and ſprawl it 
wou'd, till the Belly on't was ſo full, it wou'd drop off 
like a Leech. 
Miſs. [to Nurſe, taking her angrily aſide.) Pray one 
word with you g pr'ythee, Nurſe, don't ſtand rippingzup old 
Stories, to make one aſham'd before one's Love: do you 
think ſuch a fine proper Gentleman as he is, cares for a 
fiddlecome Tale of a draggle-tail'd Girl: if you have a 
mind to make him have a good Opinion of a Woman, don't 
tell him what one did then, tell him what one can do now. 
[To Young Faſb.] T hope your Honour will excuſe my Miſ- 
manners to whiſper before you, it was only to give ſome 
Orders about the Family. | | 

Y. Faßb. O every thing, Madam, is to give way to Bu- 
ſineſs; beſides, good Houſewifry is a very commendable 
Quality in a young Lady. | 
i. Pray, Sir, are the young Ladies good Houſewives 
at London Town? Do they darn their own Linen? 

a Y. Faſb. O no, they ſtudy how to ſpend Money, not to 
ave it. | 5 . 
Miß. T'cod, I don't know but that may be better Sport 
than t'other, ha, Nurſe! ND 
Y. Faſh. Well, you ſhall have your Choice when you 
come there, | | 
Miſs. Shall then by my troth T'll get there as faſt as 
Ican. [To Nurſe.) His Honour deſires you'll be ſo kind, 
as to let us be marry'd To-morrow. | 
Nurſe. To-morrow, my dear Madam ? 
Y. Faſb. Yes, To-morrow, ſweet Nurſe, privately ; 
young Folks, you know, are impatient, and Sir Tunbelly 
wou'd make us ſtay a Week for a Wedding-Dinner. Now 
all things being ſign'd and ſeal'd, and agreed, I fancy there 
cou'd be no great harm in practiſing a Scene or two of Ma- 
trimony in private, if it were only to give us the better Aſ- 
ſurance when we come to play it in publick, | 

Nurſe, Nay, I muit confeſs ſtolen Pleaſures are ſweet, but 
if you ſhou'd be married now, what will you do when Sip 
Tunbelly calls for you to be wedded ? 9 9 
Miſs. Why then we will be married again. 
Nurſe, What, twice, my Child ? | 


Miſs. 


me, I can tell him that. 
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Tf T'cod, I don't care how often I'm married, 
not I. 5 ; 
T. Fafh. Pray, Nurſe, don't you be againſt your young 
Lady's good; for by this means ſhe'll have the pleaſure of 
two Wedding-Days. PA RT 
Mifs. [to Nurſe ſoftly.) And of two Wedding-Nights 
too, Nurſe. | : 
| Nurſe. Well, I'm ſuch a tender-hearted Fool, I find 1 


can refuſe you nothing; ſo you ſhall e'en follow your own 
Inventions, | 


Mijs. Shall 17 [A/ide.) O Lord, I could leap over the 
Moon | 


T. Faßb. Dear Nurſe, this Goodneſs of yours ſhan't go 
unrewarded ; but now you muſt employ your Power with 
Mr. Bull the Chaplain, that he may do his friendly Office 
too, and then we ſhall be all happy; do you think you can 
prevail with him ? | 


Nurſe, Prevail with him—or he ſhall never prevail with 


Mifs. My Lord, ſhe has had him upon the hip this ſe- 
ven Years, | +4 | 8 
T. Fafh. Im glad to hear it; however to ſtrengthen your 
Intereſt with him, you may let him know I have ſeveral 
fat Livings in my Gift, and that the firſt that falls ſhall be 
in your Diſpoſal, | 
urſe. Nay, then I'll make him marry more Folks than 
one, I'll promiſe him. ; 5 %. Y 
Miſs. Faith do, Nurſe, make him marry you too; I'm 
ſure he'll do't for a fat Living; for he loves eating mor: 
than he loves his Bible; and I have often heard him ſay, 
a fat Living was the beſt Meat in the World. - 
Nurſe. Ay, and 1'll make him commend the Sauce too, 
or I'll bring his Gown to a Caſſock, I will ſo. 

T. Fafh. Well, Nurſe, whilſt you go and ſettle Matters 
-with him, your Lady and I will go and take a walk in the 
Garden. | | 

Nurſe. I'll do your Honour's Buſineſs in the catching up 
of a Garter, 1 [Exit Nurſe. 

Y. Faſh. [Giving ber his Hand.] Come, Madam, dare 
you venture yourſelf alone with me ? | Vere 

MV. O dear, yes, Sir, F don't think you'll do any thing 
to me I need be afraid on. + [Event 


Enie 
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h Enter Amanda and Berinthia. 
0 „ $9N.0.5 
ty I. | | | 2 
. " SMILE at Love, and all its Arts, 
The charming Cynthia cry'd ; 
ts Take heed, for Love has piercing Darts, 
* A wounded Swain reply d. 
Once free and bleft as you are now, 

I trifled with his Charms. 
a I pointed at his little Bow, 
; And ſported with his Arms : 
, Till urg d too far, Revenge be cries, 
= A 7755 — po drew, . 

It took its paſſage thro your Eyes, 

th And to my Heart it flew. | 
2 g II - 
ur To tear it thence I ye in Vain, 
al To tribe I quickly rune die | , 
de Was only io inereaſe the Pain, 

And to enlarge the Wound. . 
1 Ah ! much too well, T fear, you know 

What Pain Im to endure, | 
m Since what your Eyes alone cou'd do, 
re , _ Heart alone can cure. 111 ) 
| nd that (grant Heaven I may miftake . 
4 I doubt £ doom'd re botany | 
0, A Burden for another”s ſake, 

Who ill rewards its Care. 
rs Kot | | 
he Ama. Well, now Berinthia, I'm at leiſure to hear what 


was you had to ſay to me. : 

Ber. What 1 — to ſay, was only to echo the Sighs and 
roans of a dying Lover. | 
Ama. Phu, will you never learn to talk in earneſt of any 
hing? 
Ber. Why this ſhall be in earneſt, if you pleaſe; for 
y part, I only tell you Matter of Fact, you may take it 
hich way you like beſt ; but if you'll follow the Women 
t the Town, you'll take it both ways; for when a Man 
flers himſelf to one of them, firſt ſhe takes him in jeſt, 
d then ſhe takgs him in earneſt, | 1 


by 
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Ama. I'm ſure there's ſo much jeſt and earneſt in what 1 
you ſay to me, I ſcarce know how to take it; but I think ¶ hov 
you have bewitched me, for I don't find it poſſible to be F 
angry with you, ſay what you will. 4 

Ber. I'm very glad to hear it, for I have no mind to me 
quarrel with you, for ſome Reaſons that I'll not brag of; Nane 
but quarrel or not, ſmile or frown, I muſt tell you what yo 
I have ſuffer'd upon your account. * tn # 

Ama. Upon my account! E l 

Ber. Ves, upon yours; I have been forc'd to fit ſtill and WW wh 
hear you commended for two Hours together, without one In 
Compliment to myſelf; now don't you think a Woman mir 
has a blefled time of that ? | : =. 
Ama. Alas! I ſhou'd have been unconcern'd at it; IW 
never knew where the pleaſure lay of being prais d by the ¶ cre 
Men: but pray who was this that commended me ſo? . ha 

Ber. One you have a mortal Averſion to, Mr. Worthy ; ¶ his 
he us'd you like a Text, he took you all to pieces, but 
ſpoke ſo learnedly upon every Point, one might ſee the 

por: yup Ty Toi 

Spirit of the Church was in him: if _ are a Woman, 
rd. have been in an Extaſy to have heard how feeling) 
he handled your Hair, your Eyes, your Noſe, your Mouth, 
your Teeth, your Tongue, your Chin, your Neck, and ſo 
torth. Thus he preach'd for an Hour, but when he came 
to uſe an Application, he obſerv'd that all theſe without a 
Gallant, were nothing Now conſider of what has been 

ſa d, and Heaven give you Grace to put it in practice. 

Ama. Alas! Berinthia, did I incline to a Gallant, 
(which you know I do not) do you think a Man ſo nice a 
he, cou'd have the leaſt concern for ſuch a plain unpoliſh'd 
thing as I am ? it is impoſſible! hs ee 

Ber. Now have you a great mind to put me upon com. 
mending you. OR. 

Ama. Indeed that was not my Deſign. 

Ber. Nay, if it were, it's all one, for I won't do't, Il 
leave that to your Looking-glaſs. But to ſhew you I have 
| ſame Good-nature left, I'll commend him, and may be that 
may do as well. TY SPE 5 

Ama. You have a great mind to perſuade me I am in loye 
with him. F „ 
Ber. I have a great mind to perſuade you, you dont 
know what you are in love with. N 


Ama. I am ſure I am not in love with him, ,nor neue 
ſmhall be, fo let that paſs; but you were ſaying-ſomething 
you wou'd commend him for. e Bi 


5 R> 
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Ber. O you'd be*glal to hear a good Character of him 
however. a „„ 5 

Ama. Pſha. ON 

Ber. Pſha Well, tis a fooliſh Undertaking for. Wo- 
men in theſe kind of Matters, to pretend to deceive one 
another Have not I been bred a Woman as well as 

ou. ; 
g Ama. What then ? | 

Ber. Why then I underftand my Trade fo well, that 
whenever I am told of a Man I like, I cry, Pſha ; but that 
I may ſpare you the Pains of putting me a ſecond time in 
mind to commend him, I'll proceed, and give you this ac- 
count of him: That tho' tis poſſible he may have had 
Women with as good Faces as your Ladyſhip's, (no Diſ- 
credit to it neither) yet you muſt know your cautious Be- 
haviour, with that Reſerve in your Humour, has given him 
his Death's Wound ; he mortally hates a Coquette ; he 
ſays 'tis impoſſible to love where we cannot eſteem; and 
that no Woman can be eſteemed by a Man who has Senſe, 
if ſhe makes herſelf cheap in the Eyes of a Fool. That 
Pride to a Woman, is as neceſſary as Humility to a Divine; 
and that far-fetch'd, and dear bought, is Meat for Gen- 
tlemen, as well as for Ladies In ſhort, that every Wo- 
man who has Beauty, may ſet a Price upon herſelf, and 
that by under -ſelling the Market, they ruin the Trade. 
This is his Doctrine, how do you like it? 

Ama. So well, that ſince I never intend to have a Gal- 
lant for myſelf, if I were to recommend one to a Friend 
he ſhou'd be the Man. 

I | Enter Worthy. 
Bleſs me he's here, pray Heaven he did not hear me. 

Ber. If he did, it won't hurt your Reputation; your | 
Thoughts are as ſafe in his Heart, as in your own. 

Wor. I venture in at an unſeafonable time of Night, 
Ladies; I hope if I am troubleſome, you'll uſe the fame 
freedom in turning me out again. | Ky: 

Ama. I believe it can't be late, for Mr. Loweleſs is not 
come home yet, and he uſually keeps good Hours. 

Weir. Madam, I'm afraid he'll tranſgreſs a little to- 
night; for he told me about half an Hour ago, he was 
going to ſup with ſome Company, he doubted would keep 
him out till three or four o'clock in the Morning, and de- 
hir'd I would let my Servant acquaint you with it, that 
you might not expect him: But my F ellow's a Blunder- 


head; ſo, leſt he ſhould Make ſome miſtake, I thought it 
my Duty to deliver the Meſſage myſelf, WO 


| Ana. 


jo THERELAPSE; OR. 
Ama. I'm very ſorry he ſhou'd give you that Trouble 
Sir: But 8 
Ber. But ſince he has, will you give me leave, Madan, 
to keep him to play at Ombre with us? 
Ama. Couſin, you know you command my Houſe. 

Wor. [to Ber.] And, Madam, you know you comma 
me, tho' I'm a very wretched Gameſter. St: 

Ber. O you play well enough to loſe your Money, ani 
that's all the Ladies require ; ſo without any more Cere. 
mony, let us go into the next Room and call for thy 
Cards. * 
Ama. With all my Heart. [Exit Wor. leading Ami, 

Ber. (Yale. Well, how this Buſineſs will end, Heaya 


knows; but ſhe ſeems to me to be in as fair a way 
as a Boy is to be a Rogue, when he's put Clerk to an At 

——_y 1 | [Exit Berinthia 
e. SC E N E, Berinthia's Chamber. 


Enter Loyeleſs cautiouſly in the dark. | 


Tov. QO, thus, far all's well. I'm got into her Bel. 


I t 
the 


yo 


Chamber, and I think no body has perceiv'd m 


7 _ teal into the Houſe ; my Wife don't expe& me home til 
flour o Clock; fo if Berintbia comes to Bed by eleven, [ 
ſhall have a Chaſe of five Hours. Let me fee, when 


ſhall IJ hide myſelf? Under her Bed? No; we ſhall har 
her Maid ſearching there for ſomething or other; he 
Cloſet's a better Place, and I have a Maſter-Key wil 
open it: I'll e'en in there, and attatk her juſt when ſh 
comes to her Prayers, that's the moſt like to prove her cri 
tical Minute; for then the Devil will be there to. aſſiſt me, 
[He opens the Cloſet, goes in, and ſhuts the Door after bin. 


Enter Berinthia avith a Candle in her Hand. 


Ber. Well, ſure I am the beſt-natur'd Wamaii bi the 
World, I that love Cards ſo well (there is but one thing 


upon the Earth I love better) have pretended Letters to 


write, to give my Friends a Tete a Tete; however I'm 
innocent, for Picquet is the Game I ſet em to: at her owl 
peri] be it, if ſhe ventures to play with bim at any other 

ut now what ſhall I do with myſelf? I don't know hov 
in the World to paſs my time; wou'd Loweleſs were here to 
badiner a little; well, he's a charming Fellow, I dont 


wonder his Wife's fo fond of him: what if I ſhou'd ſet 


down and think of him till I fall aſleep, and dream 3 
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Lord knows what? O but then if I ſhou'd dream we were 
married, I ſhou'd be frighted out of my Wits. [Seeing a 
Bock.] What's this Book? I think I had beſt go read. O 
Splenetique ! it's a Sermon; well, III go into my Cloſet, 
and read the Plotting-Sifters. [She opens the Cloſet, ſees 
Loveleſs, and fbrieks out.] O Lord, a Ghoſt, a Ghoſt, 
2 Ghoſt; a Gholt! ©; - +: | N | 


Enter Loveleſs running to her. 


Low. Peace, my Dear; it's no Ghoſt, take it in your 
Arms, you'll find *tis worth a hundred of em. 
Ber. Run in again; here's ſome body coming. 


ft Enter Maid. 


= Maid. O Lord, Madam, what's the matter ? 
Ber. O Heav'ns! I'm almoſt frighted out of my Wits, 
I thought verily I had ſeen a Ghoſt, and *twas nothing but 
the white Curtain, with a black Hood pinn'd up againſt it; 
you may be gone again, I am the fearfulleſt Fool. 
| [Exit Maid. 
Re-enter Loveleſs. 


Low. Is the Coaſt clear? - 0 

Ber. The Coaſt clear! I * you are clear, you'd 
never play ſuch a Trick as this elle. _ | 

Lov. I am very well pleas'd with my Trick thus far, and 
ſhall be ſo till -I have play'd it out, if it ben't your Fault: 
where's my Wife ? | e 

Ber. At Cards. 

Low. With whom? 

Ber. With Worthy. | 

Low, Then we are ſafe enough. 

Ber. You are fo! ſome Huſbands wou'd be of another 
mind, if he were at Cards with their Wives. N 

Lov. And they d be in the right on't too. But I dare 
truſt mine Beſides, I know he's in love in another place, 
and he's not one of thoſe who court half a dozen. at a time. 

Ber. Nay, the truth on't is, you'd pity him if you ſaw: 
how uneaſy he is at being engag'd with us; but twas my 
Malice, 1 fancy'd he was to meet his Miſtreſs ſomewhere 
elſe, ſo did it to have the pleaſure of ſeeing him fret. 

Low. What ſays Amanda to my ſtaying abroad ſo late? 
Ber. Why ſhe's as much out of Humour as he, I be- 
lieve they wiſh one another at the Devil. x - 
| D. 


| 
| 
| 
| 


.. K-—᷑[0 : — 
— 


Lord, I ſha. 
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7 Then I'm afraid they'll quarrel at play, and ſoon 
throw up the Cards: [Offering to full her into the 7 


Therefore, my dear charming Angel, let us make 


uſe of our time. 
Ber. Heavens, what do you mean ? 
Lo. Pray what do you think I mean? 
Ber. I don't know. | 
Low. I'll ſhew you. 
Ber. You may as well tell me. 
Low, No, that wou'd make you bluſh worſe a t'othen 
Ber. Why, do you intend to make me bluſh ? 
Lev. Faith, I can't tell that; but if I do, it ſhall be in 
the dark. [ Pulling her.) 
Ber. O Heavens! I wou'd not be in the dark with bs 


| for all the World. 


| Low. Till try that. [Puts out the Candles. ] 

Ber. O Lord! are you mad! What ſhall I do for Light? 

Low. You'll do as well without it. 

Ber. Why, .one can't find a Chair to ſit down? 

Low. Come into the Cloſet, Madam, there's Moon- 
ſhine upon the Couch. 

Ber. Nay, never pull, for I will not go. 

Low. Then you muſt be carried. [Carr rying ber.] 

Ber. Help, help, I'm raviſh' d, ruin' > 

never ** able to bear it. Veg fo 259. 3 


SCE N E, Sir Tunbelly* s Houſe, 
Enter Miſs Hoyden, Nurſe, Young Faſhion, and Bull. | 


Y. las Þ H I S quick diſpatch of yours, Mr. Bull, 1 
take ſo kindly, it ſhall give you a claim to 
my Favour as long as I live, I do aſſure you. 
Myfſs. And to mine too, I promiſe you. 
Bull. I moſt humbly thank your Honours ; and I hops; 


ſince it has been my Lot to join you in the holy Bands of 
Wedlock, you will fo well cultivate the, Soil whi 


ich I have 
crav'd a Bleſſing on, that your Children may ſwarm about 


you, like Bees about a Honey-Comb. 


Mſ5. T'cod with all my Heart, the more the merrier, I 
ſay; _ Nurſe. | 


Enter Lory, taking his Mofter gi % 
Lory. One Word with you, for Heaven's ſake. 
8 Faſb. What the Devil's the matter? | 


5 ” 


6 
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Lory. Sir, your Fortune's ruin'd, and I don't think your 
Life's worth a quarter of an Hour's Purchaſe : Yonder's - 
our Brother arriv'd with two Coaches and ſix Horles, 
twentyFootmen and Pages, a Coat worth fourſcore Pounds, 
and a Perriwig down to his Knees: So judge what will be- 
come of your Lady's Heart, - - | NS 

Y. Faßb. Death and Furies! *tis impoſſible. - 

Lory. Fiends and Spectres! Sir, tis true. 

Y. Fajh. Is he in the Houſe yet? | 

Lory. No, they are capitulating with him at the Gate; 
the Porter tells him, he's come to run away with Miſs 
Hoyden, and has cock'd the Blunderbuſs at him; your 
Brother ſwears Gad Damme, they are a parcel of Clawns, 
and he had a good mind to break off the Match; but the 
have given the Word for Sir T waters ſo I doubt all will 
come out preſently. Pray, Sir, reſolve what you'll do this 
Moment, for T'gad _— I maul you. 

Y. Fajh. Stay a little. [To Miſs.) My Dear, here's a 
troubleſome Buſinels my Man tells me of, but don't be 
frighten'd, we ſhall be too hard for the Rogue. Here's 
an impudent Fellow at the Gate (not knowing I was come 
hither 2zcognizo) has taken my Name upon him, in hopes 
to run away with you. | ; 

Miſs. O the Brazen-fac'd Varlet, it's well we are mar- 
ried, or may be we might never have been fo. | X 

Y. Faſh. [aſide.] T'gad, like enough: Pr'ythee, dear 
Doctor, run to Sir Tunbelly, and ſtop him from going to 
the Gate, before I ſpeak with him. Z 

Bull. I fly, my good Lord [ Exit Bull. 

Nurſe. An't pleaſe your Honour, my Lady and I had 
beſt lock ourſelves up till the Danger be over. 

. Taſb. Ay, by all means. 

Mijs, Not fo faſt, I won't be lock'd up any more, Im 
' marry'd. 


Y. Faſo. Ves, pray my Dear do, till we have ſeiz'd this 


Raſcal. © | F 


Miſs. Nay, if you me, I'll do any thing. | 
| 2 Y a 5 LY [ Exeunt Miſs aud Nurſe. | 
. Faſh. O! here's Sir Tunbelly coming. [To Lory.} 
Hark you, Sirrah, things are better than you imagine; the 
Wedding's over. | Neg 
Lory. The Devil it is, Sir. 1 [20 x0 5 
7. Jab. Not a Word, all's ſafe: But Sir Tunbely 
don't know it, nor muſt not yet; ſo I am reſoly'd to brazen 
the Buſineſs aut, and have the Pleaſure of turning the 
Vol. I. \ D Im- 


——U—U— — — ES 
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Impoſtor upon his RIM which I enn may — be 
done. 


Enter Sir Tunbelly, Cbaplan and Servants arm'd.” 
7 Faſb. Did you ever hear, Sir, of ſo impudent an 


Dndertaking. 


Sir Tun. Never, 5 the Maſs, but we'll tickle him, Tl 


. warrant you. 


Z. Fafh. They tell me, Sir, he has a great many People 


with him di 12 d like Servants. 


1 r Tun. I, ay, Rogues enow ; but I'll ſoon raiſe the 

. Fad. Sin if you'll take my Advice, we'll go a ſhorter 
way to work ; 1 find, whoeyer this Spark is, he knows no- 
thing.of my being privately here; ſo if you pretend to re- 
ceive him civilly, he'll enter without 2 and as 


ſoon as he is within the Gate, we'll whip u the Draw- 


bridge upon his Back, let fly the Blunderbuls to diſperſe 
the Crew, and ſo commit him to Gaol. | 

Sir Tun. I'gad, your Lordſhip is an ingenious Perſon, and 
a very great General 3 but Rall we kill any of em or 
not? 

Y. | Faſh. No, no, fire over their Heads only to fright 
'em; I'll warrant the Regiment ſcours when the Colohel's 
a'Priſoner. - 

Sir Tun. Then come along, my Boys, and let your 
Courage be great for your e eſe is but me | 

Exeunt. 


SCENE, The Gate. | 
Enter Lord Foppington and Faber. | 


L. Fop. A Pax of theſs Bumkinly People, will they 
A open the Gate, or 3 they efire I won d 


grow at their Moat-fide like a Willow? [To the Porter.] 


Hey, Fellow—Pr'ythee do me the Favour, in as few Words 
as thau canſt find to expreſs thyſelf, to tell me whether 


thy Maſter will admit me or not, that I may turn about 


my Coach, and be gone. 
Por. Here's my Mafter himſelf now 4 he's of 


* hell give you his Anſwer. = 


11 8 | _ Ent:r 
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Euter Sir Tunbelly, and his Servants. 


Sir Tun. My moſt noble Lord, I crave your Pardon for 
making your Honour wait ſo long but my Orders to my 
Servants have been to admit — without my Know» 
ledge, for fear of ſome Attempts upon my Daughter, the 
Times being full of Plots and Roguery. | | 

L. Fop. Much Caution, I muſt confeſs, is a Sign of 
great Wiſdom : But, ſtap my Vitals, I have got a Cold 
enough to deſtroy a Porter — He, hem | 

Sir Tun. I am very ſary for't indeed, my Lord; but if 
your Lordſhip pleaſe to walk in, we'll help you to ſome 
brown wg ing 4 My Lord, I'll ſhew you the way. 
L. Fop. Sir, I follow you with pleaſure. [ Exeunt, 
| ns Lord Foppington's Servants go to follow him 

in, they clap the Door again La Verole. 
Servants within, _ hold you me there, Sir. 
60 


La Ver. Jernie, qu el es gue veut dire ca? 

Sir Tum. S Porter. 

Porter fires. Have among you, my Maſters. . | 
La Ver. Ah je ſuis mart [be Servants all run of. 
Port. Not one Soldier left, by the Maſs. | 


8 CEN E changes into # Hall. 


Enter Sir TIO the — and Servants, with Lord 
Foappington & m d 


Sir Tun. FYOME, bg him along, bring him along. 

| L. Fop. What the Pax do you mean, Gen- 
tlemen, is it Fair-time, that you are all drunk , betare- 
Dae! +55} < 8 | 

Sir Tun. Drunk, Sirrah! here's an impudent Rogue for 
you: Drank er ſeber, Bully, Im a Juſtice of the Peace, 
and know how to deal with Strolers. 
L Fp. Strolers 1 e 93 

Sir Tan. Ay, Stralers; come give an Actount of yaur- 
ſelf; what's your Name? where do you live? Do you 
N Lot? Are you a Malliamite, or a FJarobife? 

ome? f 


LING And why doſt thou:aſk me fo many impextinent 
Queſtions? | 
"Bir Tun. Becauſe I'll make you anſwer em before I have 


done with you, you Raſcal you. : 
D 2 L. F. 08. 
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* L. Fop. Before Gad, all the Anſwer I can make thee to 
'em, is, that thou art a very extraordinary old „ 888 
ſtap my Vitals | | 
Sir Tun. Nay, if you are for joking with Deputy 
Lieutenants, we know how to deal with you : Here, draw 
a Warrant for him immediately. 

L. Fop. A Warrant—what the Devil is't thou wou' dſt 


be at, old Gentleman? 
Sir Tun. I wou'd be at you, Sirrah, (if my bands were 


rot ty'd as a Magiſtrate) and with theſe two double Fiſts 


beat your Teeth down your Throat, you Dog you. 

L. Fop. And why would'ſt thou ſpoil my Face at that 
rate? 

vi 1— Tun. For your Deſign to rob me of my Daughter, 
lain, 

IL. Fop. Rab thee of thy Dev. Now I do begin 
to believe I am a-bed and aſleep, and that all this is but a 
Dream -If it be, it will be an agreeable Surprize enough, 
to waken by and by ; and inſtead of the impertinent Com- 
pany of a naſty Country Juſtice, find myſelf perhaps in 
the Arms of a Woman of Quality To Sir Tun.] Br y- 


thee, old Father, wilt thou give me leave to aſk thee 5a 


„ ? | 
ir Tun. I can't tell whether I will o or not, till I know 


what it is. 
L. Fop. Why, then it is, Whether thou didſt not write 


to my ord Foppington to come down and n * 


Daughter? 
Sir Tun. Ves, marry did I, and my Lord Fofpington is 


_ ccme down, and ſhall marry my Daughter before ſhe's a 


Day older. 
4 Fop. Now give me thy Hand, dear Dad, I e 


ve ſhould underſtand one another at . 


Sir Tun. This Fellow's mad here bind him Hand 
ard Foot, [ They bind him down.) + / 


I. Fop. Nay, pr 'ythee, Knight, leave fooling, thy Jeſt 


b: gins to grow dull. 
Sir Tun, Bind him, I fay, he's mad Bread ant 


Water, a dark Room and a YOu” may bring him to his 


Senſes again. 
L. Fop. [afide.) T'gad, if I dowt waken quickly, by 
all that I can ſee, this is like to prove one of the moſt im- 


% 


— — that ever I dreamt in my Life. 


Epter 
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Enter Miſs and Nurſe, TMiſe going u to bias] 15 


Miſs. Is this he that wou'd have run away with me? 
Fough, how he ſtinks of Sweets Fray, Fa her, let him 
be dragg*d Nr the Horſe - Pond. 

L. Top. LAide.] This muſt be my Wife by hay natural 
Ws += to her Huſband, 

Mi. Pray, Father, what do you intend to do wu him ? 
hang him? N 
Sir Tun. That at leaſt, Child. 

1 2. Ay, and it's e en too good for him too. 

op. [afide.) Madame la Governante, I preſume, 
nierte this appears to me to be one of the moſt extraordi- 
nary Families that ever Man of Quality match ' d into. 

Sir Tux, What's become of my Lord, Daughter ? 

Miſs. He's — Sir, | 

L. uk %. J My L What goes he mean by 4X 


now ? 
Enter Young Faſhion and 3 


[Seeing bin.] Stap my Vitals, Tam, now the Dieain's O 
out, 
J. Faſb. Is this the Fellow, Sir, that deſign'd to trick 
me of your Daughter? 

Sir Tun. This is he, my Lord, how do you like him ? 
Is not he a pretty Fellow to get a Fortune? g 
. f find, by his Dreſs, he thought your Daughter 
might be taken with a Beau, 

Miſs. O Gemini! Is this a Beau? let me ſee him again— 
ha! I find a Beau is no ſuch ugly thing neither. 

2. Fob. T'gad, ſhe'll be in love with him preſently.; 
I'll e'en have him ſent away to Gaol ? [To Lord Fop. ] Sir, 
tho* your Undertaking ſhews you are a Perſon of no extra- 
ordinary Modeſty, J ſuppoſe you han't Confidence enough 
to expect much Favour 1 55 me. 

IL. Fop. Strike me dumb, Tam, thou art a very impu- 
dent Fellow. | 

Nurſe. Look, if the Varlet has not the Frontery to call 
his Lordſhip plain Thomas. | 
Bull. The buſineſs is, he wou'd feign himſelf mal, to 
avoid going to Gaol. 

L. Fop. [afide.) That muſt be the Chaplan, by lis 
unfolding of Myſteries. 


Sir Ti un. Come, is the Warrant writ? - | | 
D 3 ES Clerk. 
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Clerk. Yes, Sir. 
Sir Tun, Give me the Pen, I'll fign 6 now, Cm 


ſtable, N with him. 
Pray, Gentlemen; ay 
Lo 


. Hold one Moment 
Lotd * mall I beg one Word with your 


ſhi 

Nanf. 0 ho, is't my Lord with him now ? ſee how Af- 
fictions will humble Folks. 

Miſt. Pray, my Lord, don't let him whiſper too cloſe, 
' left he bite your Ear off. CER ai 
I.. Fop. I am not altogether ſo hungry, as your Ladyfhip 
is pleaſed to imagine. [To Young Fan ] 12 you, Tam, 

I am ſenſible I have not been ſo kind to you as I ought, but 
T hope you'll forgive what's paſt, and accept of the five 
thaufand Paunds I offer ; thou may'ſt live in extreme 
Splendor with it; ſtap my Vitals. 

Y. Faßb. It's a much eafier matter to prevent a Difeaſe - 
than to cure it; a quarter of that Sum would have ſecur d 
1 ; twice as much won't redeem her. [ Leaving 

im 

Sir Tun. Well, what ſays he? 

7 Fafh. Only the Raſcal offer d me a abe to let him 


e Ay, he ſhall go with a Pox to him: n 
bus able 


* One Word more, and I've done. | 
Sir Tun. Before Gad, thou art an impudent Fellow, to 


pouble the Court at this rate, after thou art condemned; 
bur ſpeak once for all. 5 
L. Fop. Why then, once for all; I have it laſt luckily 
call'd to mind, that there is a Gentleman of this' Country, 
who I believe cannot live far from this Place, if be were 
here, would ſatisfy you, T am Nawelty, Baron of Fop- 
pington, with five 9 Pounds a year, and that Fellow 

there a Raſcal, not worth a Groat. 

Sir Tun. very well; now, who is this honeft Gentleman 

are ſo well acquainted with ? [7 0 7 Fafh. ] Come, 
Bi 1 mall hamper him. 5 

Tis ol bros Friondy- 

' 7s. So, he lives within half a Mile, and came down 
8 Ne Country but laſt Night; this bold- fac'd Fellow. 
thought he had been at London Kin, and - oted him; 
now we ſhall 28 him in his Colours: I'll ſend for Sir 
Jobn immediate Here, Fellow, away Na and 
Tor my — he'll do me the favour to ſtep over, 
7 upon 
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n an extraordinary Occaſion ; and in the mean while 
you had beſt ſecure this ae oh in the 1 b 

Conft. An't pleaſe your | may chance to give 
us the Slip 9 If I were 1 to adviſe, 1 think 
the Dog-kennel's a ſurer Place. 

Sir Tun. With all my Heart, any where. 

L. Fop. Nay, for Heaven's ſake, Sir, do me the 7 avour 
to put me in a clean Room, that I mayn't daubimy Clothes. 
Sir Tu. O when you have married my Daughter, Her 
Eſtate will afford you 06 ones i Away with kim. 


L. Fop. A dirty Coun uſtice i is A barbarous i- 
* 6h 7 we Ty | 


V. Fafh, rofd * F a 
Hd.] I'ga revent 
coming, or the Houſe Jul dw” — dent, . 
[To Sir Tun.] Sir, I fangy tis not worth while td trou· 
dle Sir Jobs upon this impertinent Fellow's' Deſire: Pl 
ſend and —_— e Meſſenger back—— 
Sir Tum. Nay, with 200 my Heart; for to be fare be | 
thought he was 2 enough off, or the W 2 wou'd's newer 
have nam'd him. 


Euter Servant. . 


Serv. Sir, I met Sir John juſt lighting at the Gate, he 8 
8 _ wy wait Del Fer 

en it happens as one cou d with. 
7. Fab 1 The Devil it does: 5 you foe how 
things are, bs will be a Difcovery preſently, and we ſhall 
have our Brains beat out i rother Wil be ſure to 
| ſwear he don't know me: Therefore ryn into the Stable, 
take the two firſt Horſes you can light on, I'll Mp on out at 

the Back-Door, and we'll away immediately. 

Lory. What, and leave your Lady, Sir ? | 
Y.1 fb. There's no Danger in that, as long as I have 
t ken poſſeſſion 3 I ſhall know how to treat with them well 
enough, if once I am out of their reach. Away, I'll ſteal 
after thee. [Exit Lory, bis Maſter follows him out at one 
Door, as Sir Jon. enters at Pother, 


Enter Sir John. ; 


Sir Tun. Sir Jobn, you are the welcomeſt Man ; 
I had juſt ſent a Meſſenger to deſife you'd ſtep over, upon a 
very extraordinary Occaſion we are all in Arms here. 

ir ch How ſo ? | 


$0. EAR 0; © 
Sir Tun. Why, you muſt know——a finical ſort of 4 
tawdry Fellow hrs (I don't know who the Devil he is, 
not I) hearing, I ſuppoſe, that the Match was concluded 
between my Lord Foppington and. my Girl Hayden, comes 
impudently to the Gate, and with a whole Pack of Rogues 
in Liveries, wou'd have paſs'd upon me for his Lordſhip: 
But what does I? I comes up to him boldiy at the Head 
.of his Guards, takes him by the Throat, ſtrikes up his 
Heels, binds him Hand and Foot, diſpatches a Warrant, 
and commits him Priſoner to the Dog-kennel, U 
Sir John. So, but how do you know but this was my 
Lord? for I was told he ſet out from London the Day be- 
fore me, with a very fine Retinue, and intended to come 
directly hither. | | | | 
Sir Tun, Why now to ſhew you how many Lies People 
raiſe in thatdamn'd Town, he came two Nights ago Poſt, 
with only one Servant, and is now in the Houſe with me: 
But you don't know the Cream of the Jeſt yet; this ſame 
Rogue, (that lies yonder Neck and Heeis among the 
Hounds) thinking you were out of the Country, quotes 
you for his Acquaintance, and ſaid, if you were here, 
9 juſtify him to be Lord Foppiugton, and I know not 
what. | . e 
Sir John. Pray will you let me ſee him? | 
Sir Tun. Ay, that you ſhall preſently——here, fetch the 
Priſoner. A [ Exit Servant. 
Sir Jobn. I wiſh there ben't ſome Miſtake in the Buſineſs, 
where's my Lord ? I know him very well. | 
Sir Tun. He was here juſt now; ſee for him, Doctor, tell 
him Sir John is here to wait upon him. ¶ Exit Chaplain. 
Sir John. I hope, Sir Tunbelly, the young Lady is not 
married yet. 1 N . 
Sir Tun. No, things won't be ready this Week, but 
why do you ſay, you hope ſhe is not married? | 
Sir Jobn. Some fooliſh Fancies only, perhaps I'm miſ- 
taken. | T2 . 


Re- enter Chaplain. | 


Bull. Sir, his Lordſhip is juſt rid out to take the Air. 

Sir Tun. To take the Air! Is that his London Breeding, 
to go to take the Air, when Gentlemen come to viſit him. 
Sir John. Tis poſſible he might want it, he might not 
be well, ſome ſudden Qualm perhaps. . 


/ 


Enter 


might bea m 
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Enter Conflable, bc. avith Tord Foppington. 


L. Fop. Stap my Vitals, I'll have Satisfaction. * 

Sir John. [running to him.) My dear Lord Foppingtor ! / 

L. Fop. Dear Friendly, thou art come in the critical 

Minute, ſtrike me dumb. 

y Sir John. Why, I little thought to have found you in 
etters. 

L. Fop. Why truly the World muſt PR me the Juſtice to 
confeſs, I do uſe to appear a little more degage : But this 
old Gentleman, not liking the Freedom of my Air, has 
been pleaſed to ſkewer down my Arms like a Rabbit. 

Sir Tun. Is it then poſſible that this ſhou'd be the true 
Lord Foppington at laſt ? 

L. Fop. Why, what do you ſee in his Face to make you 
doubt of it? Sir, without preſuming to have any extraor- 
dinary Opinion of my Figure, give me leave to tell you, 
if you had ſeen as many Lords as I have done, you would 
net think it impoſſible a Perſon of a worſe Taill than mine, 
ods Man of Quality. 

Sir Tun. Unbind him, Slaves: My Lord, I'm ftruck 


dumb, I can only beg Pardon by Signs; but if a Sacri- 


fice will appeaſe you, you ſhall-have it. Here, purſue this 
Tartar, bring him back——Away, I fay, a Dog. Oons 
III cut off his Ears and his Tail, I'll draw out all 
his Teeth, pull his Skin over his Head and what 
ſhall I do more? 
Sir Jobn. He does indeed deſerve to be made an Ex- 
ample of. 
;. Fop. He does deſerve to be chartré, ſtap my Vitals. 
- Sir Tun. May I then hope I have your Honour's Par- 
on ? 
L. Fop. Sir, we Courtiers do nothing without a Bribe . 
that fair young Lady might do Miracles. | 
Sir Tun. b, come hither, Hoyden. 
L. den is her Name, 'Sir 3 ? 
55 un. Yes, my Lord. 2 35 
Wy The prettieſt Name for a _ I ever heard. 
Sir My Lord——here's my Girl, ſhe's yours, ſhe 


has a wholeſome Bod 7, and a virtuous Mind ; ſhe's a Wo- 

man complete, both in Fleſh and in Spirit; me has a Bag 

of mill'd Crowns, as ſcarce as they -are, and fifteen hun- 

dred a year ſtitch'd faſt to her Tail: ſo go thy _ 

Hoyden. | 

2 8 Sir, 1 do receive her like a A e nar i W 
„ J sir 
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Sir Tun. Then I'm a happy Man, I bleſs Heaven, and 
if your Lordſhip will give me leave; I will, like a good 
Chriſtian at Chriſimas, be very drunk by way of Thankf. 
giving. Come, my noble Peer, I believe Dinner's ready; 
if your Honour pleaſes to follow me, III lead you con to 
the Attack of a Veniſon Paſty. - [Exit Sir Tun. 
L. Fop. Sir, I · wait upon you: Will your Ladyſhip do 
me the favour of your little Finger, Madam ? 
Mi. My Lord, I'll follow you preſently. I have a 
little Buſineſs with my Nurſe. 2 
IL. Top. Your Ladyſhip's meſt humble Servant; come 
Sir John, the Ladies have des AFaires. | 
53 3g 4 [ Ereunt Lord Fop. and Sir John. 
Mi. So, Nurſe, we are finely brought to bed, what 
mall we do noõ-w?ꝰ | 5 Bf 
Nurſe. Ab, dear Miſe, we are all undone; Mr. Bull, 
you'were-us'd-to help a Woman to.a Remedy. \[ Cryang.] 
. A-lack-a-day, but it's paſt my Skill now, I can do 
no 3 . F 
1 Nurſe. Who wou'd-have thought that ever your Inven- 
tion ſhou'd have been drain'd ſo dry? 
- Meſs. Well, I have sften thought old Folks Kools, and 
now I'm ſure they are -{o;; I have found a way myſelf to 
ſecure us all. | F 
Nurye. Dear Lady, what's. that? TE Wok 
Ms. Why, if you two will tbe ſure to hold your 
Tongues, and not ſay a word of what's paſt, I'Il eden 
marry this Lord too. | | | 3 
Nurſe. What ! two Huſbands, my Dear? FF 
Mi = Why, you had three, ; Nurſe, you maythold 


you ong ue. 8 
Nurſe. Ay, but not all together, ſweet Child. 
A. Pilla, if you had, yeu d' neter a: thought much. 
on't. | 5 
Nurſe. O but tis a $1 weetiſſg. 8 
Bull. Nay, that's my Buſineſs to ſpeak to, Nurſe: I do 
confeſs, to take two Hufbands for the Satisfaction of the 
Fleſh, is to commit the Sin of Exorbitaney; but to do it 
for the Pedee of the Spirit, is no more than to be drunk by 
way of Phyßek : Beſides,, to prevent. a Parent's Wrath, tis 
to auoid the Sin f Difobedienge ; for when the. Parents 
angry, the Child is -freward, S0 that- pen the Whole 
Matter, I do think, tho! Mis thou'd: marny- again, the 
may be ſav d. | | | | He 
MI. Food, dad bwillmabury agaimthen, and ſa there is 
enn End of the Storx. | Exeunt. 
| CE ACT 


F 


VIRTUE. IN DANGER 83 


«7 1 A'CT:V. SCENE, Lend. 
f Enter Coupler, Young Faſhion, aud Lory. 


to 

Co E LL, and fo Sir John coming in 
7 W * Faſb.' An And ſo Sir Jabs coming in, I 
thought. it might be. Manners in me to go gun, Which J dig, 


and gettin 8 Ts as faſt as 1860 rid away as of 
e the ai * at the Rere of me; what has W = - 
© ſince, H ows. | 
Coup. irrah, J know as V., as e 
: Yr: 7 5 Sue do yau know ? © 
it _ Th at you Da A Cuckold. 
1 * 200i L an! By whom ? . 


Go. ou Brother. 
DC on |. which 1 way ? Fx 
he he has! ain Wich ef Wiſe. | 
heal per F uries, what doſt thou mean? 


C ty ee lainly, I ſpeak no Parable. 
Y. Faſh. Plain aly | thou doſt not ſpeak common Senſe, 1 


1 underftand oneWord Fog fa of 
ar will, do ſoon, V r. In ſhort, you left . 
yo Fu 9 and ſhe married again. 8 
aſh . It's a 


Coup. T' Gd if I were a young Fellow, Td break 


your Head, Sirrah.. 8 
Y. Faſh, Dear, Dad, dont be angry, for I'm as mad as - 


| To of Wen 4 fate ith Wite, te 
ou, with a ou ou'd 
7 8222 5 4 — 5 ib _ 8 1 
aſh. But is it ible oung Strumpet 
play h Trick? es ine ee, dp 


TH. e Strumpet, Sir ——gan play -tyenty * 
3 A m r-ythee inſtruft wess Role Farther) whence | 
nte 


comes gence ? | 
Coup. rom your , Brother, .in this. Letogr ; he, you 
may read i it. Young e N 1 4 | i 


— — —ü— —U—ö 


is. He i or thergabouts, that, ere ha 


Pals er if HAVE only time to- ell 92 A 5 5 
That Raſcal Tam, Roving gle Ker #9 eee, 
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_ wwrit for me 2 to Sir Tunbelly, form'd a dam- 
nable Deſign upon my Miftreſs, and was in a fair way of 
Succeſs when I arriv'd. But after having ſuffer'd ſume 
Indignities (in which I have all daub'd my embroider d Coat) 
T put him to flight. I ſent out a Party of Horſe after him, 
in hopes to have made him my Priſoner, which ef I had done, 
I would have qualiſied bim for the Seraglio, flap my Vitals. 
The Danger, I have thus narrowly ſcap' d, has made me 
fortify myſelf againſt further Attempts, P entering immedi- 
ately into an Aſſociation with the young Lady, by which wwe 
engage to fland by one another, as long as abe both ſhall live. 
In fort, the Papers are ſeal d, and the Contract is fign'd, 
ſo the Buſineſs of the Lawyer is acheve ; but I defer the di. 
vine part of the thing till I arrive at London, not being 
willing to conſummate in any other Bed but my oa. 


C me” I io 
Ti poſſible I may be in the Tawn as ſoon as this Letter; 
Jar I [+ the Lady is fo violently in love with me, I have 
determin'd to make her happy with all the Diſpatch that is 
fracticable, without 3 my Coach Harſen. 


So, here's rare Work, I'faith ! THOSE WES 
Lory. T'gad, Miſs Heyden has laid about her bravely... 
Coup. I think my Country Girl has play'd her Part, as 
| wo as if ſhe had been born and bred in St. James's Pa- 
T. Faſb. That Rogue theChaplam. 
Lory. And then that Jade the Nurſe, Sir. eV” 
. Faſh. And then that drunken Sot, ,Lory, Sir; that 
cou'd not keep himſelf ſober to be a Witneſs to the Mar- 


Y! . - . 13 * 1 W 2 
hy Sir with reſpect Tk now very few drunken 
S. ts that do keep er TZ! RPST LOT © ee 

Y. Faß. Hold your prating, Sirrah, or I'll break your 
Eead ; dear Coupler what's to be done? "2 I 

: Coup. Nothing's to be dene till the Bride and Bride- 
gro m come to 1 own. - 5 : 

T. Faſb. Bride and Bridegroom ! Death and. Furies! 
T,ean't bear that thou howld'lt CS oo” 
Coup. Why, what ſhall I call them, Dog and Cat ? 

Y. Faſh. Not for the World, that ſounds more like Man 
„„ tk TOS OST Bott POD” 
Cup. Well, if you'll hear of them in no Language, 

we i leave them for the Nurſe and the Chaplain. 2 

e . T. Fab. 


* 


r PCS IG. TS // As. TH T4 


Sp 2. . WPF 
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T. Faſh. The Devil and the Witch. 

Coup. When they come to To.] | 
Lory. We ſhall have ftormy Weather. | 

Coup. Will you hold your Tongues, Gentlemen, or not ? 

Lory. Mum. ey | | 
Coup. I ſay when they come, we muſt find what Stuff 
they are made of, whether the Churchman be chiefly com- 
ks of the Fleſh, or the Spirit; I preſume the former — 


For as Chaplains now go, tis probable he eats three Pound 


of Beef to the reading of one Chapter——This gives him 
carnal Deſires, he wants Money, Preferment, Wine, a 
Whore ; therefore we muſt invite him to Supper, give him 
fat Capons, Sack and Sugar, a Purſe of Gold, and a plump 
Siſter. Let this be done, and I'll warrant thee, my Boy, 
he ſpeaks Truth like an Oracle. 
. Faſh. Thou art a profound Stateſman, I allow it; 
but how ſhall we gain the Nurſe. | 
Cour O never fear the Nurſe, if once you have got the 
Prieſt, for the Devil always rides the Hag. Well, there's 
nothing more to be ſaid of the Matter at this time, that I 


know of; ſo let us go and enquire, if there's any News of 


our People yet, perhaps thy may be come. But let me 
tell you one thing by the way, Sirrah, I doubt you have 
been an idle Fellow; if thou hadſt behav'd thyſelf as thou 
ſhould'ſ have done, the Girl wou'd never have left thee. 

a | [ Exeund.. 


8 CE NE, Berinthia's Apartment. 


Enter her Maid, paſſing the Stage, follow'd by Worthy. 


Wor. H E M, Mrs. Abigail, is your Miſtreſs to be 
, 5 51 7 wn 
Ab. By you, Sir, I believe ſhe may. 1 c 
Mor. Why tis by me I wou'd have her ſpoken with. 
Ab. I'Il acquaint her, Sir. | [Exit Ab. 
Mor. (ſolus.) One lift more I muſt perſuade her to give 
me, and then I'm mounted, Well, a young Bawd, and a 


handſome one for my Money, tis they do the Execution; 


I'll never go to an old one, but when I have occaſion for 
a Witch: Lewdneſs. looks heavenly to a Woman, when 
an Angel appears in its Cauſe; but when a Hag is Ad- 
vocate, ſhe thinks it comes from the Devil. An old Wo- 
man, has ſomething fo terrible in her Looks, that whilſt 
ſhe is perſuading.your Miſtreſs: to forget ſhe has a Soul, 
the ſtares Hell and Damnation full in her Face. p | 

ntey 


— 
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ep Berinthia. - 


Bir. Well, Sir, ht News bring you? 
Mor. No News, Madam, there's a Woman ging to 


cuckold her Huſband. 


Ber. Amanda 
Hor. 1:hope: fo... 
Boer. Speediher well. 
Wor. Ay, but. there muſtbe more than a Gl bed, 


or your Charity won't be worth aF arthing. 


Ber. Why, han't I done e 2 
Mor. Not quite 
Ber. What's the matter ? 
Wer. The Ladyihas. — ill, which you muſt re- 


| move. 


Wer. What' hat? 

Hor. Her Vitue——-ſhefays. 

| Ber. And do you believe her? 

Wor. No, — I. believe it's. what Men takes for her Vir- 
tue; it's ſome Relicks of lawful Lye l ſhe is not yet full 
gatiefy d her Huſband has got another Miſtreſs, which unlels 
IA can convince her: of, I have-opened the Trenches in vain; 3 
for the Breach muſt be wider, before I dare ſtorm the. 
Tovn. 

Ber. And fa I'm to be your Engineer ? 

Rudy I'm ſure you know: beſt, how to manage the Bat- - 


7 What think you of f. Head a Mine? I have a 
Thought juſt now come into my Head, how to blow her £< 


at once. 
Wor. That wou'd be a Thou ght indeed. E 
Ber. Faith, Til do't, and thus the Rencution of it 


ſhall be. We are all. invited to my Lord Foppingtan's to- 


night to 2 „ he's come to Town. with his: Bride, and 
A 


gives a with an Entertainment ef ' Muſick. -.Now ö. 


you muſt know, my Undoer here, Loweleſs, fays he mult 
needs meet me about ſome private Buſineſs (I don't-know - 


what tis) before we go to the Com any. To which' End 
he has told his Wife ane Lye, and 1 have told her another. 
But to make her amends, 1 go immediately, * her 


\ ſolemn Truth. 


Hor. What's that? 
Ber. Why, III tell her, chat to my: certain Kanvdedge 
Miſtreſs this After- 


| der Huſband-has a Rendeavous with his 


noon; 
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noon; and that if ſhe'll give me her Word, ſhe will be fa- 
tisfy'd with the Diſcovery, without making any violent In- 
uiry after the Woman, I'Il direct her to a Place where ſhe 
[ ſee-them meet Now, Friend, this I fancy may 
help you to a critical Minute. For-heme ſhe muſt go again 
to dreſs. You, with your ,good-breeding, come to wait 
upon us to the Ball, find her all alone, her Spirit inflam'd 
gainſt her Huſband for his Treaſon, and her Fleſh in a 
Heat from ſome: Contemplations upon the Treachery, her 
Blood. on a Fire, her Conſcience in ice; a Layer to draw, 
and the Devil to drive — Ah, poor 6 
Wor. ¶ kneeling.] Thou Angel, of: Light, let me fall 
down and adore thee | - | 
Ber. Thou Miniſter of Darkneſs, get up again, for I 
hate to ſee the Devil at his Devotians. 
Mor. Well, my incomparable Berithia——How ſhall I, 
requite you- my 
Ber. © :ne'er trouble yourſelf about that: Virtue: is its 
own Reward : There's a pleaſure in doing good, which 
ſufficiently pays itſelf. Adieu. 55 
Wor.. Farewel, thou beſt of. Women. 
| g [Exeunt ſeveral ways . 


Enter Amanda, meeting Berinthia. 


Ama. Who was that went from yu? 
Ber. A Friend of yours. 
Au. What daes he want? 


Ber. Something. vou anjghtſpare-him, and be ner the 


8 * 


a. [can ſpare him nothing but my Friendſhip; my 
Love already's all diſpos d of.: Tho', Lconfels, to one un- 
grate ful tu my. Bounty. 55 „ 
Her. Mhy there's the Myſtery! You have heen ſo : baun- 

tiful, du have cley d him. Fend Wives do by their 

Huſbands, as harren Wives do by their Lap Dogs; cram 

them with. Sweetmates till they poll their Stomaclis. 

Amma. Alas! Had you. but ſoen how paſhonately, fond he 
has been ſince aur laſt Recongiliation, yqu wau'd have 
thought. it were impdſſible be ever Jhauld have breath'd an 
Heurwänhout ne. 3 | 
Ber. Ay, but there.youthayght.wrang again, Auanda; 
you ſhiou d. oonſider, chat in Matters of Love Mens Eyes 
are always bigger than their Bellies. T a violent 
Appetites, dis true, hut. they havedaan din d. 


Ama. 
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Ama. Well,; there's nothing upon Earth aſtoniſhes mg 
more than Mens Inconſtancy. | ; e 


Ber. Now there's nothing upon Earth aſtoniſhes me leſs, 
when L. conſider what they and we are compos'd of. For 
Nature has made them Children, and. us Babies. Now, 
Amanda, how we us'd our Babies, you may remember, 
We were mad to have them, as ſoon. as we ſaw them; 
| kifs'd them to pieces, as ſoon as we got them; then pulled 
off their Clothes, ſaw them naked, and ſo threw them 

away. EY 

. But do you think all Men are of this Temper? 
Ber. All but one. 5 1 
Ana. Who's that? | 

Ber: Worthy, | | 
Ama. Why, he's weary of his Wife too, you ſee. 

Ber. Ay, that's no Proof. | 

Ama. What can be a greater? | 
Ber. Being weary of his Miſtreſs. . 

Ama. Don't you think twere poſſible he might give yon 
that too ? ll roo os | | | 

Ber. Perhaps he might, if he were my Gallant ; not if 
he were yaurs. „ 

Ama, Why do you think he ſhou'd be more conſtant to 
Ys than he wou'd to. you? I'm ſure I'm not ſo hand- 
8 
Ber. Kiſſing goes by Favour: he likes you beſt. 

Ama. Suppoſe he does; That's no Demonſtration he 
wou'd be conſtant to me. | 1 N 
Ber. No, that I'll grant you: But there are other Rea- 
ſons to expect it; for you muſt know after all, Amanda, 
the Inconſtancy we commonly ſee in Men of Brains, does 
nat ſo much proceed from the Uncertainty of their Tem- 
per, as from the Misfortunes of their Love. A Man ſees, 
rhaps, an hundred Women he likes well enough for an 

Intrigue, and away; but poſſibly, thro* the whole Courſe 
of his Life, does not find above one, who is exactly what 
he could wiſh her: now her, tis a thouſand to one, he 
never gets. Either ſhe is not to be had at all (tho“ that 
ſeldom happens, you'll ſay) or he wants thoſe Opportu- 
nities that are neceſſary to gain her; either ſhe likes ſome- 
body elſe much better than him, or uſes him like a Dog, 
becauſe he likes no body fo well as her. Still ſome- 
thing or other Fate claps-in the way between' them and the 
Woman they are capable of being fond of: And ghis makes 
them wander about from Miſtreſs to Miſtreſs, like a Pil - 
_ grim from Town to Town, who every Night muſt * - 

1 | 3: re 
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freſh Lodging, and's in haſte to be gone in the Morning. 
Ama. Tis poliiuie there may be ſomething in what you 
ſay; but what do you infer from it, as to the Man we were 
talking of? | | | 

Ber. Why, I infer, that you being the Woman in the 
World, the moſt to his Humour, *tis not likely he would 
quit ycu for one that is leſs. | 

Ama. That is not to be depended upon, for you ſee Mr, 
Loveleſs does to, Te 8 

Ber. What does Mr, Loweleſs do? | 

Ama. Why? He runs after ſomething for Variety, I'm 
ſure he does not like ſo well as he does me. | 3 

Ber. That's more than you know, Madam, 

Ama. No, I'm ſure on't : I am not very vain, Berintbia, 
and yet I'll lay my Life, if 1 could look into his Heart, he 
thinks I deſerve to be prefer'd to a thouſand of her. | 

Ber. Don't be too poſitive in that neither: A Million 
to one, but ſhe has the ſame Opinion of you, What wou'd 
you give to ſee her? | . = 

Ama. Hang her, dirty Trull ; tho' I really believe ſhe's 
ſo ugly, ſhe'd cure me of my Jealouly. _ | 
; Ber. All the Men of Senſe about Town ſay ſhe's hand- 
ome. | 

Ama. They are as often out in thoſe things as any 
People. oy! 338 | | 

Ber. Then I'll give you further Proof ——all the Wo- 
men about Town ſay, ſhe's a Fool: Now I hope you are 
convinced? . PE: | | 

Ana. Whate'er ſhe be, I'm ſatisfy'd he does not like her 


well enough to beſtow any thing more than a little outward 


Gallantry upon her. ER | 
Ber. Outward Gallantry !——\ A/de.] I can't bear this. 
[To Aman.) Don't you think ſhe's a Woman to be fobb'd - 
off ſo, Come, I'm too much your. Friend, to ſuf- 
fer you ſhould be thus groſly impos'd upon, by a Man 


| who does not deſerve the leaſt part about you, unleſs he 


knew how to ſet a greater Value upon it. Therefore in one 
Word, to my certain Knowledge, he is to meet her now, 
within a quarter of an Hour, ſomewhere about that Bach lon 
of Wickedneſs, Whitehall. And if you'll give me your 
Word that you'll be content with ſeeing her maſk'd in his 
Hand, without pulling her Headclothes off, 1'Il ſtep im- 
mediately to 'the Perſon, from whom I have my Intelli- 
gence, and ſend you Word whereabouts you may ſtand to 
ſee em meet. My Friend and I'll watch em from another 


place, and dodge em to their private Lodging: But don't 


you 


- 
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you offer to follow em, leſt you do 1 it aukwardly, and fpoil 
all. I'll come home to you again, as Toon as I have earth d 
em, and give you an account in what Corner of the Houſe, 
the Scene of their Lewdneſs lies. 
Ama, If you can do-this, Berinthia, he's a Villain, 
Ber. I can't help that, Men will be ſo. 
Ama. Well! I'll follow your Directions; for 1 ſhall 
never reſt till I know the worſt of this Matter. 
Ber. Pray, go immediately, _ get yourſelf ready then, 
Put on ſome 5 our Woman's Clothes, u 2 Scarf and 
a Maſk, and * mall preſently receive Orders. {Calls 
| nn. 3 e, 's there "8 et me a Chair quickly, 
Serv, There are hairs at th e Door, Madam. 
Ber. Tis well, I'm coming, 
Aua. But pray, Berinthia, before y you £0, tell me how 
2 know this filthy Thing, if ſhe 4 be fo forward 
ſuppoſe ſhe will) to come to the Rendezvous ark z for, 
4 vb I would fain view her a little, | 
3 Why, ſhe's about my height; and very well 
Ama. I thought ſhe had been a little crooked ? 
Ber. O no, ſhe's as ſtraight as Iam, But we loſe time, 
come away. . | [ Exount. 


* 


Enter Young Faſhion, meeting Lory. 


F. Faßb. Well, will the Doctor come? 
Lo i Sir, I ſent a Porter to him as you order'd*me.. He 
with a Pipe of Tobacco and a great Tankard of 
Ale, which he ſaid he wou'd diſpatch while I cou'd tell 
three, and be here. 

Y. Yaſh. He does not ſuſpect twas J that ſent for him 7 
| Not a Jot, Sir, he — as little for himſelf, as 
5 ha for other F olks. 

. ee Will he bring Nurſe with him * 


Yes. 
Y That's well; where's Coupler P 
| 3 = s half way up the. Stairs taking Breath; he 
muſt play his Bellows a little, before he can get to the Tops. 


Enter Coupler. 
. ad. O here he is. Well, old Phchibeck, me Doc- 


tor's coming 
| 5 Wou'd the Pox had the Doctor Pm quite out 
of Wind 


[To * ] Set me a Chair, Svah. Ah [i 
down]. 


il 
d 
5 


Are not you a Rogue of 
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dheun] [To Young Faſb.] Why the Plague can'ſt not thou 
lodge upon the-Ground-Floor ? | 

V. Faſb. Becauſe I love to lie as near Heaven as I can. 

Coup. Priythee let Heaven alone; ne'er affe& tending 
that way: Thy Centre's downwards. 7 

Y. Faſb. That's impoſſible. I have too much ill Luck 
in this World, to bedamn'd in the next. 7 

Coup. Thou art out in thy Logick. Thy Major is true, 
but thy Minor is falſe ; for thou art the luckieſt Fellow in 
the Univerſe, _ 2 | | ; 

F. Faſb. Make out that. 3 

Conp. I'll do't: Laſt Night the Devil ran away with the 
Parſon of Fatgoeſe Living. | 

Y. Fafa, If he had run away with the Pariſh too, what's 
that tome? _ F : 

Coup. I'll tell thee what it's to thee, This Living is 
worth five hundred Pounds a Year, and the Preſentation of 
it is thine, if thou can'ſt prove thyſelf a lawful Huſband to 

Miſs Heyden. | N | 

Y. Faſb. Say ſt thou ſo, my Protector! then T'gad I ſhall - 
have a Brace of Evidences here preſently, 

Coup. The Nurſe and the Doctor? | | 

T. Faſh. The ſame : The Devil himſelf won't have In- 
tereſt enough to make them withſtand it. 

Coup. That we ſhall fee preſently : Here they come. 


Enter Nurſe and Chaplain ; they flart back, ſeeing Young 


Nurſe. Ah Goodneſs, Roger, we are betray d. 

Y. Fayb. [laying hold on — Nay, nay, ne'er flinch 
for the Matter; for I have you ſafe. Come to your Trials 
immediately; I have no Time to give you Copies of your 
Indictment. There fits your Judge. [Both kneeling.] 


Pray, Sir, have Compaſſion on us. 


Nurſe. J hope, Sir, my Years will move your Pity; I 
am an aged Woman, | 

Coup. That is a no Argument indeed. ¶ To Bull.] 
anctity ? e 

Bull. Sir, with reſpect to my Function, I do wear a 
Gown. I hope, Sir, my Character will be confider'd ; I 


| am Heaven's Ambaſſador. 


Coup. Did not you-marry this vigorous young Fellow te 

a plump young buxom Wench. 1 
Nurſe, (to Bull.] Don't confeſs, Roger, unleſs you are 
hard put to it indeed. » 
| Conp. 


— _ 


r 
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his Roguery, and grinding a Lye between his Teeth. 


tively I cannot ſay 


Room a little. Retire, Prieſt. [Exit Lory *vith Bull.] 


little: Do * think it might not be poſſible to make you 
ſpeak Truth? | | | 


* #hip's Brother? 


be angry, if I confeſs the Truth to you; when I found 


to her Huſband, or I had ne'er let her think of marrying 


7 


Goup. Come out with't—Now is he chewing the Cud of 


* Bull. Sir, — I cannot poſitively ſay — l ſay, Sir— poſi 


Coup. Come, no Equivocation, no Roman turns upon 
us. Conſider thou ſtand'ſt upon Proteſtant Ground, which 
will flip from under thee like a Jyburn Cart; for in this 
Country we have always ten Hangmen for one Jeſuit, 

Bull. (to Yeung Faſb.] Pray, Sir, then will you but 
permit me to ſpeak one Word in private with Nurſe ? 

T. Faſo. Thou art always for doing ſomething in private 
with Nurſe, | 

Coup. But pray let his Betters be ſerv'd before him for 
once, I would do ſomething in private with her myſelf; 
Lory, take care of this Reverend Gownman in the next 


Now, Virgin, I muſt put the Matter home to you : 


Bl Alas! Sir, I don't know what you mean by 
ruth. on 
Coup. Nay, 'tis poſſible thou may'ſ he a Stranger to it, 
Y. Faſb. Come, Nurſe, you and I were better Friends 
when we ſaw one another laſt ; and I ſtill believe you area 
very good Woman in the bottom. . I did deceive you and 
your young Lady, 'tis true, but I always deſign'd to make 
a very good Huſband to her, and to be a very good Friend 
to you. And 'tis poſſible in the End, ſhe might have 
found herſelf happier, and you richer, than ever my Bro- 
ther will make you. 255 Me, WV 
Nurſe. Brother! Why is your Worſhip then his Lord- 


T. Faßb. I am; which you ſhould have known, if I durk 
have ſtaid to have told you; but 1 was forc'd to take Hork 
a little in haſte, you know. Pak 

Nurſe. You were indeed, Sir; poor young Man, how 
he was bound to ſcaure for't. Now won't your Worſhip 


en were a Cheat (with Reſpect be. it ſpoken) I verily be- 
iev'd Miſs had got ſome pitiful Skip- Jack Varlet or other. 


Again, 


Saucer-eyes,. and. a great Horn upon the — Mt 
| N 


Coup. But where was your Conſcience all this while, 
Woman? Did not that ſtare you in the Face with hu 


; * 
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not you think you ſhou'd be damn'd for ſuch a Sin? 


Ha! 

Y. Faſb. Well faid, Divinity, preſs that home upon 
her. ; 

Nurſe. Why, in good truly, Sir, I had ſome fearful 
Thoughts on't, and cou'd never be brought to conſent, 
till Mr. Bull ſaid it was a Peckadilla, and he'd ſecure my 
Soul for a Tythe-Pig. | | | 

Y. Faſb. There was a Rogue for you. 

Coup. And he ſhall thrive accordingly : He ſhall have a 
good Living. Come, honeſt Nurſe, I fee you have Butter 
m your Compound; you can melt. Some Compaſſion 
you can have of this handſome young Fellow. — 

ay I have, indeed, Sir. 1 8 
Y. Faſh. Why, then I'll tell you what you ſhall do for 
me. You know what a warm Living here 1s fallen ; and 
that it muſt be in the Diſpoſal of him who has the Diſpoſal _ 
of Miſs. Now if you and the Doctor will agree to prove 
my Marriage, I'll preſent him to it, upon condition he 


makes you his Bride. 
| Nurſe. Now the Bleſſing of the Lord follow your good 
t, Worſhip both by Night and by Day. Let him be 
ds WY fetch'd in by the Ears; I'll ſoon bring his Noſe to the 
a Grindſtone. . | 
d Coup. [aſide.] Well ſaid, old Whit-Leather. Hey; 
bring in the Priſoner there. | | 
Ve Enter Lory with Bull. 
0 = 
Come, advance, holy Man; here's your Duck does not 
i think fit to retire with you into the Chancel at this Time; 
but ſhe has a Propoſal to make to you in the Face of the 
7 Pap 19, pen 'Confe, Nurſe, ſpeak for yourſelf ; you are 
x of Age. 1 


Nurſe. Roger, are not you a wicked Man, Roger, to 
ſet your Strength againſt a weak Woman, and perſuade 
her it was no Sin to conceal Miſs's Nuptials? My Con- 
ſcience flies in my Face for it, thou Prieſt of Baal; and I 
find by woful Experience, thy Abſolution is not worth an 
old Caſſock; therefore I am reſolved to confefs the Truth 
to the whole World, tho* I die a Beggar for it. But his 
Worſhip overflows with his Mercy, and his Bounty : He 
is not only pleaſed to forgive us our Sins, but deſigns thou 
ſhalt ſquat thee down in Fat-gooſe Living; and which is 
more than all, has preyail'd with me to become the Wife 
of thy Boſom. | + 

; | ; 72 F. aſh, 
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T. Faſb. All this I intend for you, Doctor. What yo 
are to do for me, I need not tell you. 

Bull. Your Worſhip's Goodneſs is unſpeakable : Vet 
there is one thing ſeems a Point of Conſcience 3 and Con. 
ſcience is a tender Babe. If I ſhou'd bind myſelf, for the 
ſake of this Living, to marry Nzrſe, and maintain her af. 


terwards, I doubt it might be look'd: on as a kind of 


Simony. | | 

Coup. [riſing up.] If it were Sacrilege, the Lwing', 
worth it: Therefore no more Words, good Doctor: but 
with the [g:2:2g Nurſe 10 him.] Pariſh——here——take 
the Parſonage-houſe. Tis true, tis a little out of Re. 


pair; ſome Dilapidations there are to be made good; the 


Windows are broke, the Wainſcot is warp'd, the Cielings 
are peel'd, and the Walls are crack d; but a little Glazing, 
Painting, White-waſh, and Plaſter, will make it laſt thy 
tume. 8 | | | 
Bull. Well, Sir, if it muſt be fo, I ſhan't contend; 


What Providence orders, I ſubmit to. 


' Nurſe. And ſo do I, with all Humility. 
Coup. Ar. that now was ſpoke like good People. 
Come, my Turtle-Doves, let us go help this 22 Pigeon 


to his wandering Mate again; and after Inſtitution and 
Induction, you ſhall all go a cooing together. [LExcun. 


Enter Amanda, in a Scarf, &c. as juft return d, ber We 
8 man following ber. | 


Ama. Pr'ythee what care I who has been here? 
hag Madam, 'twas my Lady Bridle, and ny Lady 
iptee. 1 | 3 
| —_ My Lady Fiddle, and my Lady Faddle. What 
do'ſt ſtand troubling me with the Viſits of a paxcel of im- 
pertinent Women? when they are well ſeam'd with the 
Small-Pox, they won't be ſo fond of ſhewing their Faces— 
here are more Coquettes about this Ton- 


Mom. Madam, I fuppoſe, they only came to return you! 


Lady ſhip's Viſit, according to the Cuſtom of the World. 


, Wou'd the World were on Fire, and you in the 


middle on't. Be gone: leave me. [Exit Mom. 


At laſt I am corvinc d. My Eyes are Teſtimonies of his 
Falſhood. Te 5 12 63 | Sos 

The baſe, ungrate ful, perjur'd Villa _ 
Good Gods — What ſuppery Stuff are Menn, f 
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cure the Account of their Creafion's falſe, 
And 'twas the Woman's Rib that they were form'd of. 
But why am I thus angry 
This poor Relapſe ſhou'd only move my Scorn. 
'Tis true; the roving Flights of his unfiniſh'd Youth, - 
Had ftrong Excuſes from the Plea of Nature: 
Reaſon had thrown the Reins looſe on his Neck, 
And ſlipt him to unlimited Deſire. 
If therefore he went wrong, he had z claim 
To my Forgiveneſs, and I did him right. 
But ſince the Years of Manhood rein him in, 
And Reaſon, well digeſted into Thought, 
Has pointed out the Courſe he ought to run; 
If now he ſtrays, 8 
Twou'd be as weak, and mean in me to 75 
As it has been in him t'offend. But hold: 
'Tis an ill Cauſe indeed, where nothing's to be ſaid fort. 
My Beauty poſſibly is in the wain: | - 
Perhaps ſixteen has greater Charms for him: 
Yes, there's eee But — him know, - 
My Quiver's not entirely empty'd yet, 
I dad ave Darts, and 1 can ſhoot em too: 
They're not ſo blunt, but they can enter ſtill ; 
The Want's not in my Power, but in my Will. 
Virtue's his Friend; or, thre? another's Heart, 
I yet cou'd find the way to make his fmart. 

1 | [Going of, /he meets Worthy, 
Ha! He here? Prote& me Heaven, for this looks ominous. 
Wor. You ſeem diforder'd, Madam; I hope there's ne 
Misfortune happen'd to you ? 

Ama. None that will long diforder me, I hope. 
Wor. Whate'er it be diſturbs you, I wou'd to Heaven 
*twere in my Power to bear the Pain, till I were able to re- 

move the Cauſe. | 
Ama. I hope ere long it will remove itſeif. At leaſt, 
| T have given it Warning to be gone. 1 

Mor. Wou'd J durſt aſk, where tis the Thorn t rmeme 
ou? | | I | | 
orgive mie, if I grow inquiſitive ; 

Tis only with deſire to give you Eaſe. 8; 

Ama. Alas! tis in a tender Part. It cnn't Fe drawn 
without a World of Pain: Vet out it muſt; for it begins 
to feſter in my Heart. | 5 . 
Mor. If tis the Sting of unrequited Love, remove it 
inſtantly: I have a Balm will quickly heal the Wound. 


< 
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| Ama. You'll find the Undertaking difficult: The Sur: 
; geon, who already has attempted it, has much tormented 
* „ i? e g bh | 
= Wor. I'll aid him with a gentler Hand——If you will 
: give me leave. | | — 
4 Amma. How ſoft ſoc'er the Hand may be, there till i; 
Terror in the Operation. ONS UA | | 
Wer. Some few Preparatives would make it eafy, could 
I perſuade you to apply em. Make home Reflections, 
Madam, on your flighted Love: Weigh well the Strength | 
_ - and Beauty of your Charms: Rouze up that Spirit Women 
= ought to Hear, and ilight your God, if he neglects his 
Angel. Wi h Arms of Ice receive his cold embraces, and 
keep your Fire for thoſe who come in Flames. Behold a 
burning Lover at your Feet, his Fever raging in his Veins, 
See how he trembles, how he pants ! See how he glows, 
how he conſumes! Extend the Arms of Mercy to his Aid; ' 
his Zeal may give him Title to your Pity, altho' his Me- 
rit cannot claim your Love. 
Ama. Of all my feeble Sex, ſure I muſt be the weakeſt, 
FF mou'd I again preſume to think on Love. [ Sighing, ]|— 
Alas! my Heart has been too roughly treat. 
WM Wor. Twill find the greater Bliſs in ſofter Uſage. 
> Ama. But where's that Uſage to be found ? | 
| Mor. Tis here, within this faithful Breaſt ; which if 
you doubt, T'll rip it up before your Eyes: lay all its Se- 
crets open to your View; and then you'll ſee *twas ſound. 
Ama. With juſt ſuch honeſt Words as theſe, the worſt 
of Men deceiv'd me. . V 
Mor. He therefore merits all Revenge can do; his Fault 
is ſuch, the extent and 4tretch of Vengeance cannot reach 
it. O make me but your Inſtrument of Juſtice ; you'll 
find me execute it with ſuch Zeal, as ſhall convince you [ 
abhor the Crime. | MR 
Ama. The Rigour of an Executioner, has more the 
i Face of Cruelty than Juſtice: And he who puts the Cord 
about the Wretch's Neck, is ſeldom known to exceed him 
in his Morals. | | 5 e 
Wor. What Proof then can I give you of my Truth? 
Ama. There is on Earth but one. 05 | 


Lomond ct rr 
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Wir. And is that in my Power? N ot 
Ama, It is: And one that would fo thoroughly con- 
vince me, I ſhould be apt to rate your Heart fo high, I 1 
poſſibly might purchaſe't with a Part of mine. 
Wor. Then, Heav'n, thou art my Friend, and I am bleſtz 
for if tis in my Power, my Will I'm ſure will reach 5 

| | 5 0 
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No matter what the Terms mz: 5 5 when ſuch a Recom- 
ence is offer d. O tell me quickly what this Proof muſt 
bet What is it will convince you of my Love? 
Ama. I ſhall believe you love me as you ought, if 
from this Moment, you forbear to aſk whatever is unfit for 
me to grant——You pauſe upon it, Sir——T doubt on 
ſuch hard Terms, a Woman's Heart i is ſcarcely worth tho 
havin 
Wor. A Heart like yours, on any Terms, is worth it; 
twas not on that I paus'd: But I was thinking [drawm 
xearer to her.Jwhether ſome —— there may not be, hich 
Women cannot grant without a Bluſh, and yet which Men 
may take without Offence. [Taking beth Hand.] Your 
Hand I fancy may be of the Number: O pardon me, if I 
rommit a Rape upon it, [kefing it eagerly] and thus deyour 
it with my Kiſſes. 
Ama. O Heavens! let me go. 
mor. Never, whilſt IJ have Strength to hold you 3 
[ Forcing her to fit down on a Couch.] My Lite, my Soul, 
my Goddeſs O forgive me! 
> 3 O whither am I going ? Help, Heaven, or 1 am 
0 
Mor. Stand neuter, Gods, this once I do invoke you. 
Ama. Then, ſave me, Virtue, and the Glory's thine, 
Wor. Nay, never ſtrive. 
Ama. I will, and conquer too. My Forces rally 
bravely to my Aid, [breaking from bim] and thus I gain the 
a ; 
For. or. Then mine as bravely double their Attack, [ ſcining 
ber again.] And thus I wreſt it from you. Nay, ggle 
not; for all's in vain: Or Death or 7 71 vio, le- 
termin'd. 
Ama. And ſo am I, [ruſhing from him.) Now keep your 
diſtance, or we part for ever. 
Mor. [Offering again.] For Heaven's lake. 
Ama. [ Going.) Nay then, Farewel. | 
Mor. [hneelin and holding by her Clothes.) O Ray, and 
ſee the Magick Force of Love: nebel this raging Lion at 
your Feet, ſtruck dead with Fear, and tame as Charms, can | 
make him. What muſt I do to be forgiven by you? 
Ama. Repent, and never more offend. 
Vor. Repentance for paſt Crimes is juſt and oy ; but 
fin no more's a Taſk too hard for Mortals. 
Ama. Vet thoſe who hope for Heaven, muſt uſe their beſt 
Endeavours to perform it. | 
Vor. * ö por. 


gh THE PETTY d 


Wor. Endeayours we may uſe, but Fleſh and Blood w are 
got in t'other Scale; and they are pond'rous things. 

Ami.  Whate'er they are, there is a Weight in Reſolu- 
| tion. ſufficient for their Balance. The Soul, I do -confefs, 

is uſually ſo careleſs of its Charge, ſo foft, ang ſo indulgent 
to Deſire, it leaves the Reins in the wild Hand of Nature, 
who, like a Phaeton, drives the fiery Chariot, and ſets. the 
World on Flame. Vet ſtill the Soverei gy is in the Mind, 
vhene er it pleaſes to exert its Force. aps you may not 
"think it worth your while, to take ſuch mighty pains Oy 
Etſteem; but that I leave to you. s 


- You ſee the Price 115 ſet upon m my Heart, | 3 
- on s 'tis dear: IL all your Art, d 
You' N ind on cheaper erms, we ne 'er ſhall part. 
Fit Amanda, 
W orthy ſalus. 


1 


Sure there's Divinity about her ; os ſhe” s diſpens d 
ſome Portion on't to me. For what but now was the wild 
Flame of Love, or (to diſſect that ſpacious Term) the vile, 
the groſs Deſires of Fleſh and Blood, is in a Moment 


turn d to Adoration. The coarſer Appetite of . ; 


e, and tis, methinks, the Food of Angels I require; 
w long this N may laſt, Heaven knows. But in 
N this Moment of my Perjury,. I cou'd on her own Terms 
nx accept her Heart, Ves lovely Woman, I can accept it. 
For now tis doubly % 0 my. Care. Your Charms are 
much encreas'd, ſince thus adorn d. When Truth's ex- 
torted from us, then we own the Robe of Virtue i 18A, _ 


. 1 


Cou'd Women but our 3 Counſels ſcan, i 
Cou'd they but reach the deep Reſerves of Man, 
They d wear it on, that that of Love might laſt; 
For when they throw off one, we ſoon the other caſt. 
Their Sympathy is ſuch | 
The fate of one, the other ſcarce can fly, 


They live together, and together dic. ©» [Bait 


Enter Miſs and Nur. i 


1100 ag But is it ſure and certain, ſay you, he's my Lords 
1 


ther ? 
Jh. As ſure, as he's your lawful Huſband. 
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VIRTUE IN DANGER gy 
' Miſs. T'cod, if I had known that in time, I don't know 


but 1 might have kept him : For, between you and I, Nurſe, ES 


he'd have made a Huſband worth two of this I have. But 
which do you think you ſhou'd fancy moſt, Nurſe ? by. 

Nurſe. Why truly, in my poor Fancy, Madam, your 
firſt Huſband is the prettier Gentleman. — 

Miſs. I don't like my Lord's Shapes, Nurſe. | 

| Nurſe. Why in good truly, as a body may ſay, he ie 
but a Slam. To | | 5 TE 

Miſs. What do you think now he puts me in mind of ? 
Don't you remember a long, looſe, ſhambling ſort of a 
Horſe my Father calPd Wafhy ? 18 | 

| Nurſe, As like as two Twin- Brothers. £7 
Mi. T'cod, I have thought fo a hundred times; Faith, 
I'm tired of him. we LEE, | 2 
Nurſe. Indeed, Madam, I think you had e'en as good 
ſtand to your firſt Bargain. 

Miſs. O but, Nurſe, we han't conſider'd the main thing 
yet. If I leave my Lord, I muſt leave my Lady too: 
and when J rattle about the Streets in my Coach, they'll 
only fay, there goes Miſtreſs—— Miftre—— Miſtreſs 
what? What's this Man's Name, I have married, Nurſe ? 

Nurſe. Squire Faſbion. E 455 ee 

Miſs. Squire Faſhion is it) —— Well, Squire, that's 
better than nothing: Do you think one cou'd not get him 
made a Knight, Nurſe? | 15 

Nurſe. T don't know but one might, Madam, when the 
King's in a good Humour. | 


Miſs. T'cod, that wou'd do rarely. For then he'd be as 


good a Man as my Father, you know. 


Nurſe. Byrlady, and that's as good as the beſt of em. 


MI. So *'tis, faith; for then I ſhall be my Lady, and 


8 Ladyſhip at every Word, that's all I have to care 
or. Ha, Nurſe, but hark you me, one thing more 


and then T have done. Pm afraid, if I change my Haſ- 


_ again, I ſhan't have fo much Money to throw about, 
urſe. | 

Nurſe. O! enough's as good as a Feaſt: Beſides, Ma- 
dam, one don't know, but as much may fall to your ſhare 
with the younger Brother, as with the elder. For tho? 
theſe Lords have a power of Wealth indeed; yet as I have 
heard ſay, they give it all to their Sluts and their Trulls, 
who joggle it about in their Coaches, with a Murrain to 
'em, whilſt poor Madam fits ſighing and withing, and 
knotting an crying, and has not a ſpare Halt-Crown, to 
buy her a Practice of Piety. = 
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[To Low.] Loveleſs 


live here always. . 


| Miſs. O! but for that, don't deceive yourſelf, Nurfe, 
For this I muſt [ſnapping her Fingers] ſay for my Lord, 
and a——for him; he's as free as an open Houſe at Chrif. 
mas. For this very Morning he told me, I ſhou'd haye 
two hundred a Year to buy Pins. Now, Nurſe, if he gives 
me two hundred a Year to buy Pins, what do you think 


| he'll give me to buy fine Petticoats? 


| Nurſe. Ah, my Deareſt, he deceives thee faully, and 
he's no better than a Rogue for his pains. Theſe Lon- 
doners have got a Gibberidge with 'em, would confound 
a. Gipſey. That which they call-Pin-money, is to buy 


their Wives every thing in the varſal World, down to 


her very Shoe-ties? Nay, I have heard Folks ſay, That 
ſome Ladies, if they will have Gallants, as they call *em, 


are forc'd to find them out of their Pin- money too. 


NM. Has he ſerv'd me ſo, ſay ye? — Then I'Il be his 
Wife no longer, that's fix d. Look, here he comes, with 


all the fine Folks at's Heels. T'cod, Nurſe, theſe London 
Ladies will laugh till they crack again, to ſee me ſlip my 
Collar, and run away from my Huſband, - But, d'ye hear? 


Pray take care of one thing : When the Buſineſs comes to 
break out, be Ture you get between me and my Father, for 
you know his Tricks ; he'll knock me down. | 

- Nurſe. I'll mind him, ne'er fear, Madam. 


Enter Lord Foppington, Loveleſs, . Worthy, Amanda, and 
1 Berinthia. | W 


L. Fop. Ladies and Gentlemen, you are all welcome, 
That's my Wife; pr'ythee do me 
the favour to ſalute her: And do'ſt hear, [aide to him.] 
if thau haſt a mind to try thy Fartune, to be reveng'd of 
me, I won't take it ill, ſtap my Vitals. B 

Low. You need not fear, Sir, I'm too fond of my own 
Wife, to have the leaſt Inclination for yours. [All ſalute 


Mis.) 


IL. Fep. [afide.] I'd give a thouſand Paund he wou'd 


make Love to her, that he may ſee ſhe has ſenſe enongh to 


prefer me to him, tho* his own Wife has not: [viewing 


 bim.]—He's a very beaſtly Fellow, in my Qpinion. 


| Miſe. [ aſide.] What a Power of fine Men there arg in 
this London? He that kiſs'd me firſt, is a goodly Gentleman, 
I promiſe you: Sure thoſe Wives have a rare time on't, that 


4 


Ha 
Blood o'fire; I ſhall cuckold ſome body hetore Morning. 
I.. Fop. [to Sir Tun.] Sir, you being Maſter of the 


Enter Sir Tunbelly, aoith Mufcians, Dancers, be. 


Sir Tun. Come, come in, good People, come in; come 


tune your Fiddles, tune your Fiddles. [To the Hautboys.] 
Bag-pipes, make ready there, Come ſtrike up. [Sings.] 


For this is Hoyden's Vedding- day; 
And therefore wwe keep Holy-day, 
And come to be merry. 


Ha! there's my Wench, I'faith; Touch and take, I 1 
warrant her; ſhe'll breed like u tame Rabbit. 

Miſs. [&fide.] Tod, I think my Father's gotten drunk 
before Supper. 

Sir Jun. [To Lov. and Wor.] Gentlemen, you are wel- 
come, | ſaluting Aman. and Ber.) Ladies, by your leave. 
They bill like Turtles, Udſook-rs, they ſet my old 


Entertainment, will you deſire the Company to fit ? 

Sir Tun. Oons, Sir, —I'm the kappiett Man on this 
fide the Gases. 

L. Top. Lide ] This is a mighty unaccountable old 
Fellow. [Te Sir Tun] I ſaid, Sir, 1 it wou'd be convenient to 
aik the Company to. fit. 

Sir Tun. Sit 
Places, Ladies, take your Places, Gentlemen : Come, fit 


down, fit down; a Pox of Ceremony, take your Places. 


[They fit, and the Maſ# begins. ] 
Dialogue between Cupid and Earn. 


Cupid. 

T* O U Baneto ra Empire, thou Spring of Con 'eft, 
Thou Source of all Diſcord, thou Period to Reft ; 

Inftrut me what Wretches in Bondage can ſee, 
That the Aim of their Life is ON Ported fo "OE 

Hymen. 
Infiru me, thou little b God, 
From whence. all thy Subjects have taken the Mods 
To grow fond of a Change, to whatever it be, 
And I'll tell thee why thoſe SEX be bound, he are IO 
| C Orus. 
For Change, we're fer Change, to au atcaier it be, 


We are ut ither contented with Freedo u, ncr Thee, 
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with all my Ileart: Come, take your 
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Mo are ty'd by the Tail, to be 


| 
N 
i 
| 
| | 


de Maſt ended, enter Young Faſh. Cou 
thing like a Wed 


Conflancy's an Sound. | 
1 and FEA and all go round, 
All the Works of Nature move. 

And the Joys of Life and Lowe 
Are in Variety. 


Cupid. 


Were Lowe the Reward of a pains-taking Life, 


Had a Huſband the Art to be fond of bis Wife, 


Were Virtue ſo plenty, a Wife cou'd afford, 


Theſe very hard Times, to be true to her Lord, 
Some ſpecious Account might be 2 thoſe, 
d hy the Neſe. 


4 = 
But fance tis the Fate, of a Man and his Wife, 


To conſume all their Days in Contention aud Strife : 
Fince whatever the —_ of Heaven may create her, 
E . 


He's morally ſure he ſhall heartily bate her, 


think "tavere much wiſer 10 ramble at large, 


And the Polleys of Lowe on the Herd to dijcharge. 


| Hymen. - 5. | 
Some colour of Reaſon thy Counſel might bear, 


Cou'd a Man bawve no more than his Wife to his ſhare: 
Or avereT a Monarch ſo cruelly juſt, 
To oblige a poor Wife to be true to her Truſt; 


Dy marrying of People, ta make em grow c 


But I hawve not pretended, for many Years pas ö 
haſte. 


6. | 
I therefore adviſe thee to let me go on, E 
Thou'lt find Im the Strength and Support of thy Trans; 
For hadft thou but Eyes, thou wouldft quickly perceive it. 
How ſmoothly the Dart | 
Slips into the Heart 
Of 4 Woman that's wed, 
 Whillt the ſhivering Maid | OLI 
tands trembling, and wiſhing, but dare not receive ii. 
For Change, &c. ä 


er, and Bull. 
Sir Tux. So, very fine, very fine, T'faith, this is ſome- 
7 now if Supper were but * 


C — 
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Td ſay a ſhort Gre, and if I $a. ſuch 2 * as 
Huyden to- night I'd ſay as ſhort Prayers bei 
Ying Foh.] Ne ow ing have we got here *. 
Ghoſt ? Nay, it muſt be ſo; for his Fleſh and Blood con'd 
never have dar'd to appear before me. [To him.] ie 
Rogue 

. Top. Stap my Vitals, Tam again ? | 

Sir Tun. My Lord, will you cut his Throat ? Or Mall 4 I? 

L. Fop. Leave him to me, Sir, if 2 pleaſe, Pr'ythee 
Tam, be ſo ingenuous now, as to te me what thy zu- 
neſs is here? 

Y. Fafh, Tis with your Bride. 

Ls + 1 Thou art the impudentiſt Pellow that n 
has yet ſpawn'd into the Warld, ſtrike me fpeechlefs. 

7 5. Why you know my Modeſty wou'd have ſtarv d 
me; I ſent it a begging to you, and you wou d not give 
it a Groat. 

L. Fap. And doſt than expect by an exceſs of Affurance 
to extart'a Maintenance fram me? © | 
Y. Faſb. [taking Miſs by the Hand.] Ido intend to ex- 
tort your Miſtreſs from Jou, and that I hope will prove 

one. 

L. Fop. I ever thaught Neaugate or Bedlam wow'd be 
his Fartune, and now his Fate's decided, Pr'ythee, Loweleſs, 
doſt knaw of ever a Mad Doctor hard by? | 

Y. Faſb. There's one at your Elbow will cure you pre- 
uch [7] o Bull.] Pr'ythee, Docte or, take him in Hand 

Ul 
1 L. up. Shall I beg the Favour of you, Sir, to pull 
”_ = ers OR, my Wife's waa Ae 9, | 
a/b. His Wife! Look you there; now 
wall fr d he's mad. Fa 8 55 

L aw it is impaſfib me to penetrate t 
ce Fally it is thou art driving at. 

Sir Tun. Here, here, here, let me beat out bis Brains, 
my will LE _ | 
I.. Foy. No, pray, Sir, bold, yl deſtroy him preſent 
| "7 yo Fg to Law. | > 

A Tas Bull.] Nay, thenadeance, Doctor: come, 
1 8 A of Conſcience, anſwer bolfly to the Q- 
Zong I ſhall aſk: Did not you marry me to this 

Lady, before ever that Gentleman there faw her Face? 
| uf. Since the Truth muſt out, I did. 

99 0 2 MR * Nurſe, were not you 2 Witneſs 


E 4 wu. 
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- Nurſe. Since my Conſcience bids me ſpeak——T war. 
T. Faſb. [to Miſs.) Madam, am not I your lawful 
Huſband ? 5 | 11 
Mi. Truly I can't tell, but you married me firſt. 
T. Faſb. Now I hope you are all ſatisfy d? [ Sir Tun. 
ering to flrike him, is held by Lov. and Wor.] Oons and 
Thunder, you lye. h 353 | | 
L.. Fop. Pray, Sir, be calm, the Battle is in Diſarder, 
pot requires more Canduèt than Courage to rally our Forces, 
y, Dactor, one Word with you. [To Bull afide.) 
Lock you, Sir, tho' I will not preſume to calculate your 
Notions of Damnation, fram the Deſcription you give us 
of Hell, yet ſince there is at leaſt a paſſibility you may 
have a pitchfark thruſt in your Backſide, methinks, it ſhou'd 
not be worth your. while to riſk your Saul in the next 
Warld, for the ſake of a beggarly yaunger Brather, who 
is not able to make your Bady happy in this. | 15 
Bull. Alas! my Lord, I have no worldly Ends, I ſpeak 
the Truth, Hggyen knows. 5 . 
IL. Fop. Nay, pr'ythee, never engage Heaven in the 
matter; far, by all I can ſee, tis like to prove a Buſineſs 
for the Devil. B Ls 
T. Fafh. Come, pray Sir, all above-board, no cor- 
rupting of Evidences ; if you pleaſe, this young Lady is 
my lawful Wife, and T'll juſtify it in all the Courts of 
England: ſo your Lordſhip (who always had a paſſion for 
| W may go ſeek a new Miſtreſs, if you think fit, 
| L. Fops I am ſtruck dumb with his Impudence, and 
cannot paſſitively tell whether ever I ſhall ſpeak again, or 
nat. | N 55 
Sir Tun. Then let me come and examine the Buſineſs a 
little, I'll jerk the Truth out of em preſently; here, give 
me my Dog-whip. | | | BT. TY 
Y. Faſh. Look you, old Gentleman, tis in vain to 
make a Noiſe; if you grow mutinous, I have ſome Friends 
Within Call, have Swords by their Sides, above four Foot 
long; therefore be calm, hear the Evidence patiently, and 
when the Jury have given their Verdict, paſs Sentence ac- 
-eording to Law: here's honeſt Coupler ſhall be Foreman, 
and aſk as many Queſtions as he pleaſes. _ | 
Coup. All I have to aſk is, whether Nurſe perſiſts in her 
Evidence? The Parſon, I dare ſwear, will never flinch 
from his. N | - "5; Bi 
Nurſe. [to Sir Tun. kneeling.) I hope in Heaven your 
_ Worſhip will pardon me, I have ſerved you long and faith- 
fully, but in this thing I was over-reach'd ; your Ma. 
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however was deceiv'd as well as I, and if the Wedding - 
Dinner had been ready, you had put Madam to bed with 
him with your own Hands. 1 85 LS 8} 

Sir Tun. But how durſt you do this, without acquaint- 
ing of me? | 1 | 

Nurſe. Alas! if your Worſhip had ſeen how the poor 
thing begg'd, and pray'd, and clung, and twin'd about 
me, ike Io to an old Wall, you wou'd ſay, I who had 
ſuckled it, and ſwaddled it, and nurſt it both wet and dry, 
muſt have had a Heart of Adamant to refuſe it. 

Sir Tun. Very well. | | 

Y. Faſb. Foreman, I expect your Verdict. 

Coup. Ladies, and Gentlemen, what's your Opinions ? 

All. A clear Caſe, a clear Caſe. | | 

Coup. Then, my young Folks, I wiſh you Joy | 

Sir Tur. [to Young Faſh.] Come hither, Stripling ; if 
it be true then, that thou haſt marry d my Daughter, pr'y- 
thee tell me who thou art? 

Y. Faſh. Sir, the beſt of my Condition is, I am your 


 Son-in-law ; and the worſt of it is, I am Brother to that 


Noble Peer there: . - 
Sir Tun. Art thou: Brother to that Noble Peer Why 
then, that Noble Peer, and Thou, and thy Wife, and the 
Nurſe, and the Prieſt——may all go and be damn'd toge- 
e Exit Sir Tun. 
L. Fop. Laſide.] Naw, for my Part, I think the wiſeſt 
thing a Man can do with an aching Heart, is to put on a 
ſerene Countenance ; for a Philoſaphical. Air is the moſt 
becoming thing in the Warld to the Face of a Perſon of . 
n 3 I will therefore bear my Diſgrace like a Great 
an, and let the People ſee I am above an Affrant. [To 
Young Faſh.] Dear Tam, ſince Things are thus fallen 
aut, N give me leave to wiſh thee Jay, I do it de bon 
Ceur, ſtrike me dumb: you have marry*'d a Woman beau - 
tifuk in her Perſon, charming in her Air, prudent in her 
Canduct, canſtant in her Inclinations, and of a nice Ma- 


rality, ſplit my Wind- pipe. 

1 By Your Lordflir may keep up your-. Spirits with 
your Grimace, if you pleaſe ; I ſhall ſupport mine with 
this Lady, and two thouſand Pounds a Year. [Taking Miſ5.] 
Come, Madam : | 5 

We once again, you ſee, are Man and Wife, 

And now, perhaps, the Bargain's ſtruck for Life: 

If I miſtake, and we ſhou'd part again, | 
At leaſt you ſee you may have choice of Men: 

JED | Sq Nay, 


birt 
— 


Nay, ſhou'd the War at length ſuch havock make, 
That Lovers ſhou'd grow ſcaree, yet for your ſake, 


Kind Heaven always will preſerve a Beau I 
Pointing to Lord Fop. [You'll find his Lordſhip ready ta 
come tc, | | 


L. Tap. Her Ladyſnip ſhall tap wy Vitals if 1 do. 
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| Spoken by n 


Lord For PIN GTO. 


Gentlemen and Ladies, BS -—_ 

HE SE People bave regal d you here to-day 

(In my Opinion) with a ſaucy Play; 

In which the Author does preſume to ſhew, 

That Coxcomb, ab Origine——was Beau. : 

Truly I think the thing of ſo much weight, ? 


That if ſome ſharp Cbaſtiſement ben't bis Fate, 

Gad's Curſe it may in time deftroy the State. 

I hold no one its Friend, I muff confeſs, 

Who awou'd diſcountenance you Men of Dreſs. 

Far, give me leave tabſerve, good Clothes are Things 
Have ever been of great Support to Kings; 

All Treaſons come from Slowens, it is nat 


" Within the reach of gentle Beaux to plat ; 


They hawve no Gall; no Spleen, no Teeth, no Stings, 
Of all Gad's Creatures, the moſt harmleſs Things, ' 
Thro' all Recard, no Prince was ever ſlain, 

By one who had a Feather in his Brain. 

They're Men of too refin'd an Education, 

To ſquabble with a Court——for a vile dirty Nation, 
Tm very paſitive you never ſaw | 

A th'ro' Republican a finiſh'd Beau. 

Nor truly ſhall you wery often ſee 

A Jacobite much better dreft than be: 

In ſbart, thro all the Courts that I have been ix, 
Your Men of Miſchief —flill are in faul Linen, 

Did ever one yet dance the Tyburn Fige, 

With a free Air, or a well pawder'd Wig ? 

Did ever Highway-man yet bid you fland, 

With a ſweet bawwdy Snuff-Bax in his Hand? 

Ar do you ever find they aſt your Purſe | 

As Men af Breeding do ? Ladies, Gad's Curſe, 
This Author is a Dag, and tis not fit 1315 
Yon ſhou'd allow him even one Grain of Vit: 

To which, that his Pretence may ne er be nam d, 
My humble Mot ion i. be may be damu d. 
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PROLOGUE. 


Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle. 


INCE is th' Intent and Bufineſs of the Stage, 
To copy out the Follies of the Age ; | + 
To hold to every Man a faithful Glaſs, 

And fhew him of what Species he's an *. : 

I hope the next that teaches in the School, | ; 
Will ſbeau nur Author he's a ſcribbling Fool. x" 0 | b 
And that the Satire may be ſure to bite, SID fe — _ 
Kind Heaw'n ! Inſpire ſome venom'd Prieft to worite, ; 
And grant Jontag Lot uw eu EOS be 6a} 
For I wou'd bade him laſh'd, by Heavens! I wou'd, : 
Till his Preſumption ſwam away in Blood, © 
Three Plays at once proclaim a Face of Braſs, c 


No matter what they are; That's not the Caſe, 

To write three Plays, e en that's to h an Aſs. 

But what I leaſt + vel he knows it too, 

For to his Caft he lately bas known you. 

Experience fbews, to many a Writer's Smart, 

Tou hold a Court where Mercy ne er bad part; 

So much of #he ald Serpent's Sting you habe, 

You love to damm, as Heaven delights to ſave, 

In 8 Parts, let a bald Volunteer, 

For Public Good, upon the Stage appear, | 

He meets ten thouſand Smiles, to diſſipate his Fear. | 

All tickle on th* adventuring young Beginner, 

And only ſcourge th* incorrigible Sinner; 

They tquch indeed his Faults, but with a Hand 

So gentle, that his Merit ſtill may fland : | 

Kindly they buoy the Follies of his Pen, 

That he may ſhun em when he writes again. 

But tis not ſo in this good-natur d Town, | 
All's one, an Ox, a Poet, or a Crown ; | c 

Old England's Play was aways knocking down, 


Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſone. 


M E N. 

Conflant, Oy | Mr. Ferbruggey. 

Heartfree, | | Mr. Hudſon” | 

Sir John Brute, Mr. Bettertos. 

7 reble, a . Mr. Boumar. 

| Razor et de Chambre to Sir | 

wn Fog * fo ir Mr. Bowen. 

- Juſtice of the Peace, | Mr. Bright. 
WE Bully N I Companions to Sir Joba Brute. 

Conſtable and Watch. 


WOMEN. 


Lady Brute, TN Mrs. Barry. 
Belinda, her Niece, 18 Mrs. Bracegirale. 
Lady Fancyful, : Mrs. Bownan, 5 


 Madamoiſelle,” | | Mrs. Will, © © 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 


% 


SCE N E, Sir John Brute Houſe. ” \ 


Enter Sir John, ſelus. 


NN N H A T cloying Meat is Love — when Ma- 
5 ** trimony's the Sauce to it? Two Years Mar- 
W riage has debauch'd my five Senſes. Every 
N thing I ſee, every thing I hear, every thing 
Us N of feel, every thing I ſmell, and every thing I 
taſte—methinks has Wife in't. No Boy was ever ſo weary 
of his Tutor, no Girl of her Bib, no Nun of doing Pen- 
ance, or old Maid of being chaſte, as I am of being mar- 
ried. Sure there's a ſecret Curſe entail'd upon the very 
Name of Wife. My Lady is a young Lady, a fine Lady, 
a witty Lady, a virtuous Lady, and yet I hate her. 
There is but one thing on Earth I loath beyond her : That's 
Fighting.” Would my Courage come up to a fourth Part of 
my ll-nature, I'd ſtand buff to her Relations, and thruſt 
her out of Doors. But Marriage has funk me down to 
ſuch an Ebb of Reſolution, I dare not draw my Sword, 
_ tho' even to get rid of my Wife. But here ſhe —_— : 
| N . 
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| Buter Lady Brute, - N - +1 


1. 2750 Do e dine at home . Sir Jah 8 | 
Sir . eee ee 
don't 2 e. 1 
L. Brute. I thought there was no harm in afki 
Sir J. If thinking wrong were an "Excuſe for ws. 
: e Women might be juſtify'd in moſt things they ay 
or do 


Wl Brute. I'm ſorry I have faid any thing to diſpleaſs 


"Sir J. Sorrow for things paſt is of as little Importance 
to me, as my dining at home or abroad ought to be 10 


7 Brute. My Enquiry was only that I might have pro 

vided what you lik'd. 

Sir F. Six to four you had been in the wrong may 

for what I lik'd Yeſterday, I don't like To-dar; an again; I 
like To-day, tis odds I mayn't like To-morrow. 

L. Brute. But if I had afſk'd you what you lik'd ? 
Sir J. Why then there wou'd have been more aſking 
about it than the thing was worth. 
L. Brute. 1 wiſh I did but know how I might pleaſe 
ou. | 
jd —— F. Ay, but that fort of Knowledge i is not a Wife's 
ent. 
L. Brute. Whate er my Talent is, Im ſure my Will has 
ever been to make you eaſy. 
Sir J. If Women were to have their Wills, che World 
wou' d be finely govern d. 

I. Brute. What Reaſon have T given you to uſe me a 
you do of late? It once was otherwiſe : You marry d me 
for Love. p , * 
Sir J. And you me for Money: So u have your Re- 
ward, and 1 8 mine. 4 * * 

L. Brute. What is it that diſturbs you ? 


Sir J. A Parſon, | 
5 rute. Why, what has he done to you? | 
Sir . He has married me. [Exit Sir John. 


L. Brute. (/ola.) The Devil's in the Fellow, I a” 

I was told before I married him, that thus tWou'd be: 
I thought I had Charms enough to govern him; "nd tht 
Where there was an Eſtate, a Woman Tau needs be happy 
ſo my Vanity has deceiv*d me, and my Ambition has made 


me ad But there's ſome. Comfort Rill F one * 
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pe reveng'd of him, theſe are good times; a Woman may 
have a Gallant, and a ſeparate: Maintenance too —— The 
ſurly Puppy—yet he's a Fool for't: for hitherto he has 
been no Monſter But who knows how far he may pro- 
yoke me? I never lov'd him, yet I have been ever true to 
him; and that, in ſpite of all the attacks of Art and Na- 
ture upon' a poor weak Woman's Heart, in favour of a 
tempting Lover. Methinks ſo noble a Defence as I have 
made, ſhou'd be rewarded with better Uſage—Or who 
can tell? Perhaps a good part of what I ſuffer from my 
Huſband, may be a Judgment upon me for my Cruelty to. 
my Lover Lord, with what Pleaſure could I indulge 
that Thought, were there but a Poſſibility of finding Ar- 
guments to make it good |!—— And how do I know but 
there may? Let me ſee—— What oppoſes ?—My matri- 
monial vo]. Why, what did I vow? I think I promiſ- 
ed to be true to m Huſband, Well; and he promis'd to 
be kind to me: But he han't kept his Word Why 
then I'm abſolv'd from mine Ay, that ſeems clear to me. 
The Arguments between the King and the People, 
why not hetween the Huſband and the Wie? O, but that 


Condition was not expreſt—No matter, twas underſtood. 


Well, by all I fee, 1f I argue the matter a little longer with 
myſelf, I ſhan't find ſo many Bug- bears in the Way as1 
thought T ſhou'd. Lord, what fine Notions of Virtue do 
we Women take up upon the Credit of old fooliſh Philoſo- 
pres! Virtue's its own Reward, Virtue's this, Virtue's 
that Virtue's an Aſs, and a Gallant's worth forty 
on't. | | . 


Enter Belinda. 


Good-morrow, dear Couſin. 


Bel. Good-morrow, Madam; you look pleas* 41 


Morning. 
L. Brute. I am ſo. 
Bel. With what, pray _ 
L. Brute. With my Huſband. | i | 
Bel. Drown Huſbands ; for yours is a provkang Fel- 
low: As he went out juſt now, I pray'd him to tell me 
what time of Day twas; and he aſk'd me if I took him for 
the Church Clock, that was obliged to tell all the Pariſh. | 
L. Brute. He has been ſaying ſome good obliging 
things to me too. In ſhort, Belinda, he has us'd me ſa 
barbarouſly of late, that I cou'dalmoſt reſolve to play the 
downright Wife and cuckold him, 0 
| el. 


* 


es r Dann n 
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Bel. That would be down right indeed. 
than you'd imagine, Child. I know, according to the 
ſtriẽt Statute Law of Religion, I ſhou'd do wrong: But 
if there were a Court of Chancery in Heav'n, I'm ſure 1 


| ſhou'd caſt him. 5 


Bel. If there were a Houſe of Lords, you might, 5 
L. Brute. In either I ſhould infallibly carry my Cauſe, 


Why, he is the firſt Aggreſſor, not I. 


Bel. Ay, but you know we muſt return Good for 


Evil, a 


I. Brute. That may be a Miſtake in the Tranſlation 


Ppr'ythee be of my Opinion, Belinda; for I'm poſitive 


* 
f ae! 
« * 


I'm in the right; and if you'll keep up the Prerogative of a 


Woman, you'll likewiſe be poſitive you are in the right, 
whenever you do any thing you have a mind to. But 1 
mall play the Fool and jeſt on, till I make you begin to 
think I'm in earneſt. | 1 
Bel. I ſhan't take the Liberty. Madam, to think of any | 
thing that you deſire to keep a Secret from me. 15 
Dine, I have no Secrets. My 


o 


L. Brute. Alas, my 
Heart cou'd never yet confine my Tongue. 

Bel. Your Eyes, you mean; for Im ſure I have ſeen 
them padding, when your Tongue has been lock'd up ſafe 


enoug 


Child? 


L. Brute. My Eyes gadding ! Pr'ythee after whon, 
Bel. Why; after one that thinks you hate him, as much 
as I know you love him. 5 V 
L. Brute. Conflant you mean. ' | 
Bel. I do ſo. NEE how: | . 
L. Brute. Lord, what ſhou'd put ſuch a thing into your 


8 | c * 


Head 3 


Bel. That which puts things into moſt People's Heads, 
Obſervation. | 1 3 

L. Brute. Why what have you obſerv'd, in the Name 
of Wonder: 1 

Bel. I have obſerved you bluſh when you met him; 


© Force yourſelf away from him; and then be out of Humour 


with every thing about you: In a Word, never Was 
poor Creature fo ſpurr'd on by Deſire, and ſo rein d in 


with Fear. 


—— — — 


L. Brute. How ſtrong is Fancy! 


4 


Bel. How weak is Woman | 4 
IL. Brute, Priythee, Niece, have a better 0 nion of 


Bel. 


your Aunt's Inclination. 


— — — — —— —— — — > 


L. Brute. Why, after all, there's more to be ſaid fort 


L. Brute. 
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Bel. Dear Aunt, have a better Opinion of your Niece's 
Underſtanding, - - | | rs 
IL. Brute. You'll make me angry. 

Bel. You'll make me laugh. 

I. Brute. Then you are reſolv'd toperfiſt ? 
Bel. Poſitively. . . 
L. Brute. And all I can ſay 
Bel. Will ſignify nothing. . 
Tho' I ſhould ſwear twere falſe—— ' 
Bel. I ſhould think it true. | . 

L. Brute. Then let us both forgive; [Hing ber.] for 
we have both offended: I, in making a Secret, you, in 
diſcovering it. 1 | 

Bel. Good-Nature may do much: But you have more 
Reaſon to forgive one, than I have to pardon t'other. 

L. Brute. Tis true, Belinda, you have given me ſo 
many Proofs of your Friendſhip, that my Reſerve has been 
indeed a Crime: But that you may more eaſily forgive me, 
remember, Child, that when our Nature prompts us to a 
thing our Honour and Religion have forbid us ; we wou'd 
ledge of the Body's Weakneſs. ; 

Bel. Well, I hope, to make your Friend Amends, you'll 
hide nothing from. her for the ee tho' the Body ſhou'd 
fill grow weaker and weaker. 

L. Brute. No, from this Moment I have no more Re- 
ſerve; and for a Proof of my Repentance, I own, Be- 
linda, I'm in danger. Merit and Wit aſlault me from 
without; Nature and Love ſolicit me within; my Hus- 
band's barbarous Uſage piques me to Revenge; and Satan, 
catching at the fair Occaſion, throws in my way that Ven- 
geance, which of all Vengeance pleaſes Women beſt. 


Bel. "Tis well Conſtant don't know the Weakneſs of the 


Fortification ; for o'my Conſcience he'd ſoon come on to 
the Aſſault. 2h Hs a 

L. Brute. Ay, and I'm afraid carry the Town too. But 
whatever you may have obſerv'd, I have diſſembled ſo well 
as to keep him ignorant. So you fee I'm no Coquette, 
Belinda: And if” you follow my Advice, you'll never be 
one neither. Tis true, Coquetry is one of the main In- 
gredients in the natural Compoſition of a Woman, and I, 
as well as others, cou'd be well enough pleas'd to ſee a 
Crowd of yoting Fellows ogling, and ne and 
watching all Occaſions to do forty fooliſh officious Things: 


Nay, ſhou'd ſome of em puſh on, even to hanging or 
| _ _- drowning; 


* 
"ak ee 


(wer't poſſible) conceal even from the Soul itſelf, the Know- 


— — ,p N e 
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drowning : Why——Faith——if I ſhou'd let pure Wa. 


man alone, I ſhou'd een be but too well pleas'd with it. n 
Bel. I'll ſwear twould tickle me ſtrangely. | 
L. Brute. But after all, tis a vicious Practice in us, to n 
give the leaſt Encouragement, but where we deſign to come Wl * 


to a Concluſion. For 'tis an unreaſonable thing to engage 
a Man in a Diſeaſe, which we before-hand reſolve we neyer 
will apply a Cure to. 1 
Bel. Tis true; but then a Woman muſt abandon one 
of the ſupreme Bleſſings of her Life. For I am fully con- 
vinc'd, no Man has half that Pleaſure in poſſeſſing a Mic. | 1 
treſs, as a Woman has in jilting a Gallant. 
I. Brute. The happieft Woman then on Earth muſt be 
our Neighbour, | | l 
Bel. O the impertinent Compoſition ! She has Vanity and ; 
Affectation enough to make her a ridiculous Original, in : 
ſpite of all that Art and Nature ever furniſh'd to any of b 
her Sex before her. . ; ) 
I. Brute, She concludes all Men her Captives, and 
whatever courſe they take, it ſerves to confirm her in that 
inion. | 
Bel. If they ſhun her, ſhe thinks tis Modeſty, and 
takes it for a Proof of their Paſſion. . 
IL. Brute. And if they are rude to her, cis Conduct, 
and done to prevent Town-talk. - — 
Bel. When her Folly makes 'em Jaugh, ſhe thinks they 
are pleaſed with her Wit. T7 9 
IL. Brute. And when her Impertinence makes em dull, a 
concludes they are jealous of her Favours. SN 
Bel. All their Actions and their Words, ſhe takes for : 


granted, aim at her. 


IL. Brute. And pities all other Women, becauſe ſhe | 
thinks they envy her. 8 [EH 
Bel. Pray, out of pity to ourſelves, let us find a better 
Subject; for I'm weary of this. Do you think your Huſ- 
| band's inclined to jealouſy? "4 
L. Brute. O, no; he does not love me well enough for 
that, Lord, how wrong Men's Maxims are! They are 
ſeldom jealous of their Wives, unleſs they are very fond of 
'em; whereas they ought to conſider the Womens Inc:i- 
nations; for there depends their Fate. Well, Men may 
talk: But they are not ſo wiſe as we- that's certaia. 
Bel. At leaſt in our Affairs. „ 
L. Brute. Nay, I believe we ſhou'd out-do 'em in the 
Buſineſs of the State too; For, methinks, they do and 
undo, and make but bad Work on't. 5 Bol 
e 
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Bel. Why then don't we get into the Intrigues of Govern- 
ment as well as they? | 

L. Brute. Becauſe we have Intrignes of our own, that 
make us more OP Child. And fo let's in and conſider 
of em. | DON [Excum, 


SCENE, @ Drefing-Room.. 
| Enter Lady Faneyful, Madamoiſclle, and Cornet. 


L. Fan. OW dol look this Morning ? 
Cor. Your Ladyſhip looks very in truly. 

L. Fan. Lard, how ill-natur'd « Fi art, Corugt, to tell 
me fo, tho' the thing ſhou'd be true. Don't you now that 
I have Humilit enough to be but too eaſily out of Conceit 
with myſelf ? Hold the Glaſs; I dare ſwear that will have 
more Manners than you bave. Madamoiſelle, let me have 
your Opinion too. | 

Mad. My Opinion pe, Matam, dat your Latyſhip never 
look ſo adi in your Life. 

L. Fan, Well the French are the prettieſt, obliging Pea- 
ple; they ſay the moſt acceptable, well manner'd _— 

and never flatter, 

Mad. Your Latyſhip ſay great Juſtice inteed. | 

L. Fan. Nay, every thing's juſt in the Houſe but Cornet. 
The very 'Looking-Glaſ gives her the Dementi. But I'm 
almoſt afraid it flatters me, it makes me look fo very en- 
gaging. [ Looking aſfectedly in the Glaſs.) | 

Mad. Tnteed, Matam, your Face pe handſomer den all 
de Looking-Glaſs i in de World. CNyex moy. 

L. Fan. But is it poſſible my Eyes can be fo languilhing 
——and ſo very full of Fire? 

Mad. Matam, if de Glaſs was Burning-Glaſs, I bes 
lieve your Eyes ſet de Fire in de Houſe. 

L. Fan. You may take that Night-gown, Madamoiſelle ; 
get out of the Room, Cornet; I can't endure you. This 
W ench methinks does look ſo inſufferably ugly. 

Mad. Every thing look ugly, Matam, dat ſtand by 
your Latyſhip. 

L. Fan. No really, Madamiiſelle, methinks you look 
53 pretty. 


| ad. Ah Matam ; de Moon have no Eclat ven de Sun 
appear. 


L. Fan. O prett Ex reflion! Have you ever been in 
Love, Madamoiſel le? F * 
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Mad. Ouy, Matame. ¶ Sighing.} 
L. Fan. And were you belov'd again ? x 
Mad. Non, Madame. I 
L. Fan. O ye Gods ! What an unfortunate. Creatun 
ſhou'dT be in ſuch a Caſe! But Nature has made me nice 
for my own Defence: I'm nice, ftrangely nice, Madami. 
| felle ; J believe were the Merit of whole Mankind beſtow'q 
upon one ſingle Perſon, I ſhou' d fill think the Fellow want⸗ 
ed ſomething to make it worth my while to take notice of 
Ne and yet I could love; nay, fondly love, were it 
poſſible to have a thing made on 8 for me : For I'm 
not cruel, Madamoiſelle ; Lm only nice 
Mad. Ah Matam, I SIT was 8 Gentleman for your 
ſake. I do all de ting in de World to get leetel way into 
your Heart. I make Song, I make Verſe, I give you de 
Serenade, I give great many Preſent to Madameiſelle ; 1 
no eat, I no ſleep, I be jean, IT be mad, IT hang myſelf, ! 
drown myſelf. Ah ma chere B que Je VOUS aimeroii. 
{ Embracing ber.] 
L. Fan. Well, the French have ſirange ici ways 
with em; you way take thoſe two pair of obey ts . 


moiſelle. | 
Mad. Me humbly tanke my ſweet Lady. 5 


Enter Cornet, 


Cor, Madam, here's a Letter for your Ladyſhi p w the 
Penny Fall. . 

I. Fan. Some new 9898 I'll warrant you. For 

without Vanity, I loc d extremely elear laſt Night when I 

went to the Park. agreeable! Here's a new Song 

made of me: And ready ſet too. O thou welcome thing 

[kiſing it.] Call * hither, ſhe ſhall ſing it inſtantly.” 


Enter Pipe. 


Ker, fr g me this new Song, Pipe. 
8 0 N G. 


I. 
LT, fly, you ; happy Shepherds „ 
22 ye hilira's Charms; 119 
The Rigour of her Heart demes 
The Hea den that's in her Arms. | 


Ve“ er 


Fs ** 
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Neer hope to gaze, and then retire, . 
Nor . to be bleft 3 a 

Nature, aobo form d her Eyes of Fire, e 


Yet, lovely Maid, this -once believe 
A Slave whoſe 5 move; 
The Gods, alas, your Youth deceive, 
Their Head n 5 in Love. 
In ſpite of all the Thanks you owe, 
You may reproach em this, 3 
That where they did their Form beſtow 
They hawe deny d their Bliſs, © 


L. Fan. Well, there may be Faults, Madamoiſelle, but 
the Deſign is ſo very obliging, *twou'd be a matchleſs In- 
gratitude in me to diſcoyer em. | „ 
Mad. May, Fey, Madame I tink de -Gentleman's Song 
tell you de Trute. If you never love, you neyer be happy 
Ah - ue amour may. 104 62 APE -LSROOTE > 


— 


r . ee e 


a Sad. ba en HE. as £9 


_— ne 
* 


Enter Servant with another Letter. | 


Ser. Madam, here's another Letter for your Ladyſhip. 
L. Fan. Tis thus I am importun'd every Mowing) Ma- 
tlamoiſelle. Pray how do the French Ladies when they are 
thus Accablees 8 Lk a 
Mad. Matam, dey never complain. Au contraire, 
When one Frenſe Laty have got hundred Lover Den 
ſhe do all ſhe can to get a hundred more. ' - 
L. Fan, Well, ſtrike me dead, I think they have 1e 
out bon. For tis an unutterable Pleaſure to be ador'd by 
all the Men, and envy'd by all the Women — Vet I'll fivear . 
I'm concern'd at the Torture I give em. Lard, why was 
I form'd to make the whole Creation uneaſy ? But let me 
read my Letter. [Reads.) If you have a mind to hear 7 
ce of your Faults, inſtead of being prais'd for your Vir-— 
i tues, take the pains to walk in the Green-walk in St. 
* James's with your Woman an Hour hence. You'll 
there meet one, , who hates you for ſome things, as he 
« cou'd love you for others, and therefore is willing to 
© endeavour your Reformation — If you come to the 


5 . . « 
* — : 


3 2 
Are 


Place I mention, you'll know who I am; if you don't, 
« you never ſhall : ſo take your Choice.” This is ſt . 
ly familiar, Madamoiſelle ; now have Iz provoking — 
W eee 


to know who this 
Vor. J. on 


* 


ge 
Mad. 


\ 


i * 
* 
. ” 
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Mad. Den take your Scarf and your Maſk, and 9⁰ 
to de Rendezvous. De Frenſe Laty do juſtement comme a, 

L. Fan. Rendezvous . 8 with a Man, 
Madamoiſelle | 

Mad. Eh, pourquoy non? ” 

L. Fan. "What, and a Man perhaps 1 never ſaw i in my 


Life! 


Mad. Tant mieux: C oft donc gels en e de aon beau. | 
L. Fan. Why, how do I know what Deſigns he may | 
have ? He may intend to raviſh me, for aught I know. 
Mad. Raviſh Bagatelle. I would fain ſee one im. 
pudent Rogue raviſh Madamoi ſe elle; Ouy, je le vou droit. 
L. Fan. O, but my Reputation, 1 amoiſcile, my Re- 
putation ; ah ma chere Reputation, 
Mad. Madame Quand on Fa une. fois perdue——Ox 


1 en oft plus embaraſſee. 
Jen Fan. Fe, Halensee, Fe; Reputation is a 
e | 


Mad. Qui coute bien chere, Madame. 
= Fan. Why ſure you would not ſacrifice your Honour 
ur Pleaſure ? 12 85 
Je uis Philoſophe. 

+> Fan. leſs. me, how you talk Why, ha if Ho- 
- nour be a Burden, Madamoiſelle, muſt it not be borne ?. 

Mad. Chagu'un a ſa facon — guand quelque choſe min- 
commode moy—ije men defais, Vite. | 

L. Fan. Get you gene, you little naughty French-<yoman 
you; ; I vow and ſwear I muſt turn you out of Doors, if Jou 
talk thus, - | 

Mad. Turn me 908 of Doors turn N out of 
Doors, and go ſee what de Gentleman have to ſay 25 ou— 
Tenes. Voila [giving her her things haſtily] votre Efharpe, 
voila vaſtre Quoiſe, voila als Maſque, woila. tout. 
Hey, Mercure, Coquin : Call one Chair fer Matam, and 
der [ calling within] for me: Va ten wite. ¶ Furn- 

to her Lady, and . her on haſtily with her things.] 
ns, Madame depec en vous dont. Mon Dieu, N 
"Serupules 8475 

L. Fan. Well, for once, Madamoiſelle, 71 follow your | 
Advice, out of the intemperate Deſire I have to know who - 
this 11}-bred Fellow is. But I have too much Ds 
to make a Practice on't. 

Mad. Belle choſe orayment gue la Delicateſſ, brs qu'il 
Sagit de ſe devertir a ca Vous voila equipte 3 5 pare 
9 bien? 9 en von. is done 1 
NIX L. Fan. k 


Y 


. | 
> 
* 
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L. Fan. Jay peur. | | | 

Mad. Je wen ay point moy. ; | 

L. Fan. I dare not go. 

Mad. Demeurez donc. 1 

L. Fan. Fe ſuis poltrone. | 

Mad. Tant pis pour vous. 
Tos _ Curioſity's a wicked Devil. FF 

Mad. Ce'ft une charmante Sainte. 

L. Fan. It ruin d our firſt Parents. 

Mad. Elle a bien diverti leurs Enfant: 

L. Fan. L' Honneur eſt contre: 1 SE 

Mad. Le Plaiſir eft pour. FS Dy SR MRS A 

L. Fan. Muſt I then go? | 

Mad. Muſt you o muff you eat, wilt you drink, 
muſt you _ mult you live? De Nature bid you do one, 
de Nature bid you do toder. Vous me ſerex enrager. i 

L. Fan. But when Reaſon + corredts Nature, Mada- 9 
moi ſelle. | 

Mad. Elle eſt done bien inſolente, et ſa Scur aiſute.. 
I. Fan. Do you then Preh your Nature to your Reaſon, 
Madamviſelle: 9. | . 

Mad. ant rw. 
L. Fan. Pourquoy? 1 5 
Mad. Becauſe my Nature make me n merry, my Reaſon =. 

make me mad.” | 
L. Fan. Ab Js eas Francoiſe. OI, | 
Mad. Ah la belle Angloiſe. ¶ Forcing ber Lady off. „„ 


ACT II. SCENE, or. Janies's Park. 


s, Þ 


Enter Lady Panciful and Madamoiſelle. 


"3 Fan! E L L. 1 vor, Madamoiſelle, I'm dat 
| | and to know who this confident Fel- 
OV is. * 


Enter Heartfree. 


Look, there's Heartfree.! But ſure it can't.be him; he's a 
profeſs d Woman-hater. Yet who knows was w) wicked 
Eyes may have done? 
Mad. II nous approche, Madame. 
L. Fan. Ves, tis he: new will he be moſt intolerably 
<pralier, tho' he ſhou'd be in love with me. | 
Hea. Madam, I'm your humble Servant; I perceive 
you have more RF and Good-Nature than T thought . 
you had, ON 
hy F 2 L. Fan, 


2 


» 


- * 


I.. Fan. I am ſo, Sir; G 
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L. Fan. What you attribute to Humility and Good. 
Nature, Sir, may perhaps be only due to Curioſity. I had 
a mind to know who 'twas had ill Manners enough to write 
that Letter. [Throwing him his Letter. ] 42d 

Hea. Well, and now I . e are ſatisfy'd. 

by t'ye. i 

Hea. Nay, hold there; tho“ you have done your Buj. 
neſs, I han't done mine: By your Ladyſhip's leave, we 
muſt have one Moment's Prattle together. Have you x 
mind to be the prettieſt Woman about Town, or not? 
How ſhe ſtares upon me? What ! this paſſes for an im- 
pertinent Queſtion with you now, becauſe you think you 
are ſo already? 798 L | 
I. Fan. Pray, Sir, let me aſk you a Queſtion in my 
Turn : By what Right do you pretend to examine me ? 
' Hea. By the fame Right. \ 0 the ſtrong govern the 
weak, becauſe I have you in my power; for you cannot get 
ſa quickly to your Coach, but I ſhall have time enovgh to 
make you hear every thing I have to ſay to you. 
I.. Fan. Theſe are ſtrange Liberties you take, Mr, 
Heartfree. p 555 
— Hea. They are ſo, Madam, but there's no help for it; 
for know that I have a Deſign upon you. | 
+3 Fax. Upon men Bir] tn vo al th dh [and 

Hea. Yes; and one that will turn to your Glory, and 


my Comfort, if you will but be a little wiſer than you uſe 
to be. ; : \' 


L. Fan. Very well, Sir. = 3 
. Hea. Let me ſee——Your Vanity, Madam, I take to be 


about ſome eight Degrees higher than any Woman's in the 


Town, let tother be who ſhe will; and my, Indifference is 
naturally about the ſame pitch. Now could you find the 


May to turn this Indifference into Fire and Flames, me- 
thinks your Vanity ought to be fatisfy'd ; and this, per- 


haps, you might bring about upon pretty. reaſonable 
'Terms. | 36 5 15 
L. Fan. And pray at what rate would this Indifference 


be bought off, if one ſhou'd have ſo depraved an Appetite 
to deſire it? * 15 


Hea. Why, Madam, to drive a Quaker's Bargain, aud 


make but one Word with you, if I do part with it you 
muſt lay me down our Affectatioo-rn. 


x _ 
* 


L. Fan. My Affectation, Sir! 
Hea. Why, I aſk you nothing but what you way very | 


| L. For. 
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L. Fan. You grow rude, Sir. Come, Madamoiſelle, 
tis high time to be gone. 2 63 ISS Wy ter wal 

Mad. Allons, allons, allons. | x 
' Hea. (flopping them.) Nay, you may as well ſtand ſtill; 
for hear me you ſhall, walk which way you pleaſe. 

IL. Fan. What mean you, Sir? . 0 | 

Hea. I mean to tell you, that you are the moſt ungrate- 
ful Woman upon Earth, : 

L. Fan. Ungrateful! To whom? | 

Hea. To Nature. 1 / 

L. Fan. Why, what has Nature done for me ? | 

Hea. What you have undone by Art! It made you hand- 
ſome; it gave you Beauty to a Miracle, a Shape without 
Fault, Wit enough to make them reliſh, and fo turn'd 
you looſe to your own Diſcretion ; which has made ſuch 
work with you „that you are become the Pity of our Sex, 
and the Jeſt of your own. There is not a Feature in your 
Face, but you have found the way to teach it ſome affected 
Convulſion; your Feet, your Hands, your very Fingers 


Ends are directed never to move without ſome ridiculous 


Air or other; and your Language is a...ſuitable Trumpet, 
to draw People's Eyes upon the Raree-ſhow? ._ 
Mad. ¶aſide] Eft ce qu'on fais amour en Angleterre 
comme ſa? | | 5 
L. Fan. [afide} Now cou'd I cry for Madneſs, but that 
I know he'd laugh at me for it. 1% „ 

Hea. Now do you hate me for telling you the Truth, 
but that's becauſe you don't believe it is ſo: for were you 
once convinc'd of that, you'd reform for your own ſake. 


But tis as hard to perſuade a Woman to quit any thing 
that makes her ridiculous, as tis to prevail with a Poet to 
ſee a Fault in his own Play. | 


L Fan. Every Circumſtance ' of nice Breeding muſt 
needs appear ridiculous to one who has fo natural an Anti- 
pathy to Good-manners. We Rs pg 4 + 

Hea. But ſuppoſe J could find the means to convince you, 
that the whole World is of my Opinion, and that thoſe 
who flatter and commend you, do it to'no other Intent, but 
to make you perſevere in your Folly, that-they may con- 


tinue in their Mirth. - | ; 


E. Fan. Sir, tho' you and all that World you talk of ſhou'd 
be ſo impertinently officious, as to think to perſuade me I 
don't know how to behave myſelf ; I ſhou'd ſtill have Cha- 


rity enough for my own Underſtanding, to believe myſelf 


in the right, andd all you in the wrong. „„ 
Mad. Le voila — {Exeunt. L. Fan. and Madam. 
1 ; F 3 Pe, Hea. 
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_ Hea. [gazing after ber.] There her fingle Clapper h 
publiſh'd the Seafs of the bels Sex. Wel, . 
| have endeavour'd to waſh theBlackamoor white, but hence. 
| forward I'll ſooner undertake to teach Sincerity to a Cour. 
18 tier, Generoſity to an Uſurer, Honeſty to a Lawyer, nay, | 
_ Humility to a Divine, than Diſcretion to a Woman I ſee 
has once ſet her Heart upon playing the Fool, mo 


Enter Conſtant, 


*Morrow, Conflant. | — | 
Con. Good-morrow, Jack: What are you doing here 
this Morning ? | | = £0 
Hea. Doing | gueſs, if you can. Why I have been 
_ . endeavouring to perſuade my Lady Fanciful, that ſhe's the 
föooliſheſt Woman about Town. n wy 
Con. A pretty Endeavour truly. 
Hea. I have told her in as plain Engliſb as I could ſpeak, 
both what the Town ſays of her, and what I think of her, 
In ſhort, I have us'd her as an abſolute King would do 
Magna Charta. | MES 
Con. And how does ſhe take it? | 
_  » Hea. As Children do Pills; bite them, but can't ſwal- 
low them. | \ 
Con. But, pr'ythee, what has put it into your Head, of 
all Mankind, to turn Reformer? 
 Hea. Why, one thing was, the Morning hung upon my 
- Hands, I did not know what to do with myſelf; and ano- 
ther was, that as little as I care for Women, I cou'd not ſee 
with Patience one that Heaven had taken ſuch wondrous 
Pains about, be fo very induſtrious to make herſelf the Jack- 
pudding of the Creation. e 
Con. Well, now could T almoſt wiſh to ſee my eruel 
_ Miftreſs make the ſelf-ſame uſe of what Heaven has done 
for her, that ſo I might be cur'd of a Diſeaſe that makes 
me ſo very uneaſy; for Love, Love is the Devil, Heart- 
Free. N Ty 
Hea. And why do you let the Devil govern you? 
Con. Becauſe I have more Fleſh and Blood than Grate 
and Self-denial. My dear, dear Miſtreſs, sdeath! that 
genteel a Woman ſhould be a Saint, when Religion's 
out of Faſhion. | 2 1 e TL O90 
He. Nay, ſhe's much in the wrong, truly; but who 
knows how far Time and good Example may prevail? 
Con. O! they have play d their Parts in vain already: 
»Tis now two Years ſince the damned Fellow her Huſband 


invited 
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' Tongues with the Scandal; hourly 
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invited me to his Wedding; and there wes the firſt time 1 
ſaw that charming Woman, whom I have lov'd ever ſince, 
more than ever a Martyr did his Soul; but ſhe is cold, my 


\ 


Friend, till cold as the Northern Star. 


Hea. So are all Women by Nature, which makes them 
ſo willing to be warm'd, | Z | 2 

Con. O don't prophane the Sex; pr'ythee think them all 
Angels for her ſake; for ſhe's virtuous even to a Fault. 
Hea. A Lover's Head is a good accountable thing truly; 
he adores his Miſtreſs for being virtuous, and yet is very 
angry with her becauſe ſhe won't be leud. 5 

Con. Well, the only Relief I expect in my Miſery is to 
ſee thee ſome Day or other as deeply engag'd as myſelf, 
which will force me to be merry in the midſt of all my 
Misfortunes. | | . 

Hea. That Day will never come, be aſſur'd Ned, Not 
but that I can paſs a Night with a Woman, and, for the 
time, perhaps make myſelf as good Sport as you can do. 
Nay, I can court a Woman too, call her Nymph, Angel, 
Goddeſs, what you. pleaſe : But here's the Difference 


'twixt you and I; I perſuade a Woman ſhe's an Angel, 


and ſhe perſuades you ſhe's one. Pr'ythee let me tell you 
how I avoid falling in Love; that which ſerves me for 


Prevention, may chance to ſerve you for a Cure. 


Con. Well, uſe the Ladies moderately then, and III 
hear you. 25 „% 8 
Hea. The uſing them moderately undoes us all; but 


Tl uſe them juſtly, and that you ought to be ſatisfied with. 


I always conſider a Woman, not as the Taylor, the Shoe- 
maker, the Tire-woman, the Sempſtreſs, and (which 1s 
more than all that) the Poet makes her; but I conſider her ' 
as pure Nature has contrived her, and that more ſtritly ß 


than I ſhou'd have done our old Grandmother Ewe, had I 


ſeen her naked in the Garden; for I conſider her turn'd 


inſide out. Her Heart well examin'd, I find there Pride, 


Vanity, Covetouſneſs, Indiſcretion; but above all things, 


Malice: Plots eternaliy forging to deſtroy one another's 


Reputations, and as honeſtly to charge the Levity of Mens 
ebates how to make 
poor Gentlemen in love with them, with no other Intent 
but to uſe them like Dogs when they have done; a con- 
ſtant Deſire of doing more Milehief, and an everlaſting 


War wage againſt, Truth and Good-Nature. 


Con. Very well, Sir; an admirable Compoſition: truly! 


Heeg. Then for her outſide, I conſider it merely as an 
outſide; ſhe has a thin T any Covering over juft ſuch 
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Stuff as you and I are made of. As for her Motion, her 
Mien, her Airs, and all-thoſe Tricks, I know they affe& 
you mightily. If you ſhould ſee your Miſtreſs at à Coro. 
nation dragging. her Peacock's Train, with all her State 
and Inſolence about her, *twould ſtrike you with all the 
awful Thoughts that Heav'n itſelf could pretend to from 
you: whereas I turn the whole matter into a Jeſt, and ſup- 
poſe her ſtrutting in the ſelf ſame ſtately manner, with no- 
thing on but her Stays, and her under ſcanty quilted Petti. 
coat. * 
Con. Hold thy profane Tongue; for I'll hear no more, 
Hea. What, you'll love on then? | 
Con. Ves, to Eternity. 
Hlea. Yet you have no Hopes at all. 
Con. None. 0 . 1 
_ * Hea. Nay, the Reſolution may he diſcreet enough; per- 
| Haps you have found out ſome new Philoſophy, that Love, 
like Virtue, is its own Reward : So you and your Miſtreſs 
will be as well content at a diſtance; as others that have 
leſs Learning are in coming together. 
Con. No; but if ſhe ſhould prove kind at laſt, my dear 
 Hearifree. ¶ Embracing him.) „„ 
 Hea. Nay, pr'ythee don't take me for your Miſtreſs; 
for Lovers are very troubleſome. ; 
Con. Well, who knows what Time may do? | | 
Hea. And juſt now you was ſure Time could do nothing. 
Con. Vet not one kind Glance in two Years, is ſome- 
what ſtrange. | | 5 | | 
Hea. Not ſtrange at all; ſhe don't like you, that's all 
the Buſineſs. | 1 OI4 955 1 
Con. Pr'ythee don't diſtra&t me. Oe 
Hen. Nay, you are a good handſo ne young Fellow, 
ſhe might uſe you better: Come, will you go ſee her? 
Perhaps ſhe may have chang'd her Mind; there's ſome 
Hopes as long as ſhe's a Woman. 

Con. O, tis in vain to viſit her: Sometimes to get a 
Sight of her, I viſit that Beaſt her Huſband, but ſhe cer. 
tainly finds ſome Pretence to quit the Room as ſoon as 1 

enter. Th 5 3 3 
. Hea. It's much ſhe don't tell him you have made Love 
to her too; for that's another good-natur' thing uſual 


amongſt Women, in which they have ſeveral Ends. Some-+ 

times tis to recommend their Virtue, that they may be 

leud wit h the greater Security. Sometimes tis to make 

their Huſbands fight, in ho they may be kill'd, when 

_ their Affairs require it ſhould be fo ; but moſt OY | 
; i | * k 2 tl 


Sir F. And yet, methi 


to know your Own 
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tis to engage two Men in a Quarrel, that they may have 


the Credit of being fought for; and if the Lover's kilbd 
in tne Buſineſs, they cry, Poor Fellow, he had ill Luc! 


and ſo they go to Cards. 
Con. Thy Injuries to Women are not to be forgiven. 


Look to't, if ever vou fall into their Hands 


Hea. They can t uſe me worſe than they do you, that 


ſpeak well of em. O ho here comes the Knight. 
Enter Sir John Brute. 


Hea. Your humble Servant, Sir. John. 
Sir. J. Servant, Sir. 

Hea. How does all your Family? 

Sir. F. Pox o' my Family? 


Con. How does your Lady? I han't ſcen her abroad: a 


good while. 
Sir. J. Do? I don't know how ſhe does, not I; ſhe 


[ was well. enough Yeſterday, I han't been at home o. ht. 


Con. What, were you out of Town? _ 

Sir. F. Out of Town! No; I was drinking. 

Con. You are a true Englibman; don't know your on 
Happineſs. If I were married to ſuch a Woman, I would 
not be from her a Night for all the Wine in France. 

Sir. J. Not from her . Oons — what a time ſhould a 


Nan have of that! 


Hea. Why there's no diviſion, z T hope: . 
Sir J. No; but there's a Conjunction, and that's worſe ; - 
a Pox of the Parſon—Why the plague don't you two mar- 
* I 1 T look like the Devil to you. 
y, you don't think you have Horns, do you? 
Et J. No, Ibelieve my Wife's Religion will keep her. 
neſt, 
Hea. And what will make her keep her Religion? 
Sir J. Perſecution; and therefore ſhe ſhall have it. 
Hea. Have a care, Kni 8 Women are tender things. 
'tis a hard Matter to break . 
their Hearts. 
Con. Fy, fy; you have one of the beſt Wives i in the 
World, and yet you ſeem the moſt uneaſy Huſband. 
Sir 7. Beſt. W Wives !—the Woman's well enough; ſhe 


has no Vice that I know of, but ſhe's a Wife, and —— - 


damn a Wife ; if I were married to a Hogſhead of Claret; . 
Matrimony would make me hate it. | 
Hea. Why did you my then ? You were old enough 


* | | 
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3} 


Sir J. Why did 1 . IT married becauſe 'I had” 2 
mind to lie with her, and ſhe would not let ne. 

Hea. Why did you not raviſh her? { 

Sir J. Yes, and ſo have hedg'd myſelf into dort | 
rels with her Relations, beſides buying my Gar 
more than all that, you muſt know, 5 was afraid of being 
damn'd in thoſe Days: For T kept fneaking, coward) 
Company, Fellows that went to Church, faid Grace to 
their Meat, and had not the leaſt Tindture of Quality 
about them. 

Hea. But I think you are got into a better Gang now. 

Sir F. Zoons, Sir, my Lord Rake and J are Hand and 
Glove: I believe we may get our Bones broke together 


to- night; have you a mind to ſhare a Frolick? 


Con. Not I, truly; my Talent lies to ſofter Exerciſes, 
Sir What a Hown-Bed and a Strumpet? A pox of 
Venery, I ay. Will you come and drink with. me this 


Afternoon ? 
Con. T-can't drink to- day, but we'll come, and fit an 


Hour with you if you will. 
Sir J. Pugh, Pox, fit an Hour ? Why can't you 


drink! ? 


© Con. Becauſe I'm to ſee my Miſtreſs. Fa 
Sir J. Who's that? e et 
Con. Why, do you uſe to tell? Re ee 
Les. | i 3 30680 th, 
r DE TTL 199 Ter 
Sir J. Why? #57) | ONE 
Con. Becauſe tis a Secret. ) 
1 Sir J. Would my Wiſe knew it, would be no Keene 
on 
2 Why, do you think ſhe can't keeh A deckel? 
Sir J. No more than ſhe can keep Lent. | 
Hea. Pr'ythee, tell it her to try, Conflayt. 
Sir J. No, pr 'ythee, don't, that A mayn' t be e 
with it. | 
Con. I'll hold you a Gasen you don” t wake 5 all 7 it 


F Aj. 3 


98 Sir J. III hold you a Guinea 1 do. 
Con. Which way? Bs eh 
Sir J. Why I'll beg her not to tell if wie... 15 „ 
Hea. Nay, ff any thing does it, that will,” fe 35 
Con. But do you think, Sir- 
Sir F, Oons, Sir, I think a Women A105 geeret are 
the two impertinenteſt "Themes in the Univerſe! There- 


fore pray let's hear no more of my "We; nor your Mi- 
ſtreſs. 
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PR ls. Damn em both with all my Heart, and every thing 
elſe that daggles a, Petticoat, except four generous Whores 


with Betty Sands at the Head of em, who are drunk-with 


my Lor Rake and I ten times in a Fortnight. 
„ | : [Exit Sir John. 
Con. Here's a dainty Fellow for you! And the verieſt 
Coward too. But his Uſage of his Wife makes me ready 
to ſtab the Villain. | a 9 2 Ty 
Hea. Lovers are ſhort-ſighted : All their Senſes run into 
that of Feeling. This Proceeding of his is the only thing 
on Earth can make your Fortune. If any thing can pre- 
vail with her to accept of a Gallant, tis his ill: Uſage of 


her; for Women will do more for Revenge than they'll 


do for the Gone. Pr'ythee, take Heart, I have great 
Hopes for you: And ſince I can't bring you quite off of her, 


I'll endeavour to bring you quite on; for a whining Lo- 


ver is the damnedſt Companion upon Earth. 


Con. My. dear Friend, flatter me a little more with 
_ theſe Hopes; for whilſt they prevail, I have Heaven with- 
in me, and could melt with Joy. f 
Hea. Pray, no melting yet; let things go farther firſt. 
This Afternoon perhaps we ſhall make ſome advance. In 


— 


the mean while, let's go dine at Locket's, and let Hope get 
you a Stomach. „ 


scEN E, LadyFanciful's Has. 
Enter Lady Fanciful, and Madamoiſelle. 


L. Fan. \ I D ou ever ſee any thing ſo zmportune 
. Mad; 5 


amoiſelle ? 


Madam. Inteed, Matam, to ſay de trute, he. want le- 
tel Good- breeding. | : 
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I. Fan. Good-breeding | He wants to be caned, Ma-. 


damoiſelle : an inſolent Fellow ! And yet, let me expoſe my 
Weakneſs, tis the only Man on Earth I cou'd reſolve to 
diſpenſe my. Favours on, were he but a fine Gentleman. 
Well! did Men but know how deep an Impreſſion a fine 
Gentleman makes in a Lady's Heart, they would reduce 


f all their Studies to that of Good- breeding alone. . 


Enter Cornet. 


Cor. Madam, here's Mr Treble. He has brought 
home the Verſes your Ladyſhip made, and gave him to 


L. Fan, 


kt. 8 
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; : Js Fan. O let him come in by all means. Now, . ** 
moiſelle, am I going to be unſpeakably happ 7. 


8 ; Enter Treble. 


So, Mr. Treble, you have ſet my little Dialogue? 
Tire. Yes, Madam, and I hope your Ladyſhip will be 
pleaſed with it. RW 6! | 
L. Fan. O, no doubt on't ; for really, Mr. Treble, 
you ſet all things to a wonder: But your Muſick is in par- 
- ticular heavenly, when you have my Words to clothe in't. 
Tre. Your Words ene Madan:, have fo much 
Muſick in em, they inſpire me. ; 
L. Fan. Nay, now you make me bluſh, Mr. Treble 
but pray let's hear what you have done. | 
Tre. You ſhall, Madam. 


A SONG, to be ſung between a Man and a Woman, 


M. AH kwely Nymph, the World's on fire 
3 A Veil, K. 2 Der: 2 : 
W. The World may then in Flames expire, 

And boaſt that ſo it dies. 

M. But when all Mortals are deſtroy d, 

bo then ſhall ſing your Praiſe ? 

W. Thoſe whoare fit to be employ'd : 

The Gods ſball Altars raiſe. 


Tre. How does your Ladyſhip like it, Madam? | 

L. Fan. Rapture, Rapture, Mr. Treble, I'm all Rap 
ture. O Wit and Art, what Power you have, when join'd! 
I muſt needs tell you the Birth of this little Dialogue, Mr. 
Treble. Its Father was a Dream, and its Mother was the 
Moon. I dream'd that by an unanimous Vote, I was 
choſen Queen of thatpate World; and that the firſt time I 
appear d upon my Throne——alt my Subjects fell in love 
with me. Juſt then I wak'd, and ſeeing Pen, Ink and 
Paper lie idle upon the Table, I flid into my Morning- 
Gown, and writ this impromtu. 1 | © es 

Tre. So I gueſs the Dialogue, Madam, is ſuppos'd to 
be between your Majeſty, and your firſt Miniſter of State. 
L. Fan. Juſt; He, as Miniſter, adviſes me to trouble 
my Head about the Welfare of my Subjects; which I, 
às Sovereign, find a very impertinent Propoſal. But is the 
Town fo dull, Mr. Treble, it affords us never another new . 
Song? —- | Ire. 


* 


* a * 
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ce Madam, I have one in my Pocket, came out but. 
Yeſterday,” if your Ladyſhip pleaſes to let Mrs. Pipe 
ſing it. * N 
T "Far. By all means. Here, Pipe, make what Muſick _ 
you can of this Song, here. : 
$0 M 
O T an Angel dwells above 
Half fo fair as ber ] love, 
Heaven knows how ſhell receive me: 
If jhe ſmiles, I'm bleftl indeed; | 
If ſbe frowns, I'm quickly freed ; S 
Heaven knows ſhe ne er can grieve me. 


II. 
None can love her more than I, 
Yet ſhe ne er ſhall make me die. | 
If my Flame can never warm ber; 
Laſting Beauty, I'll adore, 
I ball never love her more, 
Cruelty will ſo deform ber. 


L. Fan. Very well: This is Heartfree's Poetry without 
Queſtion. Fl | 4 | 
= re. Won't: your Ladyſhip pleaſe to fing yourſelf this 

orning? 85 

* 2 O Lord, Mr. Treble, my Cold is ſtill fo barba- 
rous to refuſe me that Pleaſure: He, he, hem; 

Tre. I'm very ſorry for it, Madam: Methinks all 
Mankind ſhould: turn Phyſieians for the Cure on't. 

L. Fan. Why truly, to give Mankind their due, there's - 
few that know me, but have offer d their Remedy; - 

Treb. They have reaſon, Madam; for t know no body 
ſings ſo near a Cherubim as your Ladyftip. 

L. Fan.What I do, I owe chiefly to your Skill and Care; 
Mr. Treble. People do flatter me indeed that I have a 
Voice, and a Fe-ne-ſpat-quoy in the Conduct of it, that 
will make Muſick of any Ring And truly J begin to 
believe ſo, ſince what happen'd t other Night: Wou'd you 
think it, Mr. Treble? walking pretty late in the Park, 
(for I often walk late in the Park, Mr. Treble) a Whim 
| took me to ſing Chewy Chaſe; and, wou'd you believe it? 

Next Morning I had three Copies of Verſes; and'fix 
Billet-doux- at my. Levee upon it. . 


„ . 
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Treb. And without all diſpute you deſerv'd as many 
more, Madam: Are there any further Commands for g 


your Ladyſhip's humble Servant? : 2 
I. Fan. Nothing more at this Time, Mr. Treble. But 
T ſhall expect you here every Morning for this Month, 


to ſing my little Matter there to me. I'll reward you for. 


your Pains. _ 
Treb. O Lord, Madam 53 
L. Fan. Good-morrow, ſweet Mr. Treble. 


Treb. Your Ladyſhip's moſt obedient Servant: ,; | 
e e 25 Treb. 


Enter Servant. 


Serv. Will your Ladyſhip pleaſe to dine yet? 


L. Fan. Yes, let em ſerve. [ Exit Servant.) Sure this | 


Heartfree has bewitch'd me, Madamoiſelle. You can't 


imagine how od]y he mixt himſelf in my Thoughts during 
my Rapture e'en now. I vow 'tis a thouſand Pittes he is 


not more poliſh'd ; Don't you think fo ? 


Madam. Matam, I tink it fo great pity, dat if I was 1 


in your Ladyſhip place, I take him home in my Houſe, I 


lock him up in my Cloſet, and 1 never let him go till I 


teach him every ting dat fine Laty expect from fine Gen- 
 tleman. 


L. Fan. Why truly, I believe I ſhou'd ſoon ſubdue his 
Brutality ; for without doubt, he has a ſtrange Penchant to 
row fond of me, in ſpite of his Averſion to the Sex, elſe. 


e wou'd ne'er have taken ſo much pains about me. Lord, 
how proud wou'd ſome poor Creatures be-of fuch a Con- 
queſt ! But J alas, I don't know how to receive as a Fa- 


vour, what I take to be ſo infinitely my due. But what 
mall I do to new mould him, Madameiſelle ? for till then. 


he's my utter Averſion. Seq als 1 
Madam. Matam, you muſt laygh at him in all de place 

dat you meet him, and turn into 

all he do. by 4 


L. Fan. Why truly, Satire has ever been of wond'rous ; 
uſe to reform ill- manners. Beſides, tis my particular Ta- 


e reticule all he ſay, and 


lent to ridicule Folks. I can be ſevere, ſtrangely ſevere, 


when I will, Madamoiſelle 


down to write, riſing up again. Vet active Seyerity is 


better than Paſſive. [ Sitting down, ]J——'Tis as good let 
it alone too; for every Laſh I give him, perhaps he Il 17 5 
| | | : or i 


| Give me the Pen and Ink 
I find myſelf whimfical——T'll write to him. ——Or - 
I'll let it alone, and be ſevere upon him that way [Sitting 


[ 


increa 


\ 
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fot a Favour. ¶ Riſing.I Vet tis a thouſand Pities ſo 


much Satire ſhould be — Litting. ] But if it ſhow'd 
have a wrong effect upon him, *twould diſtract me. [Riforg. 51 
Well, I muſt write tho” after all. [ Sitting. 
T'll let it alone, which is the ſame thing. LN. * 

Mad. La voila determine.” + 1) | [Exeunt, 


Ac T m. s CE NR eben. '8i+ John, Lat 
| Brute, and Belinda rifong from the T. able. Ws 


Sir 7. HN E R E; take away the things; 1 expeRt Oaks 


pany. But firſt bring me a Pipe; * II ſmoak. . 


[To a Servant.) 

L. Brute. Lord, Sir Jobn, 1 wonder yu won't 0 
that naſty Cuſtom. 

Sir F. Pr'ythee don't be i impertinent, = 

Bel. [to Lady Brute. ] I wonder who thoſe are he + expects 
this Afternoon ? 

L. Brute. I'd give the World to know: Perhaps tis 
Conflant, he comes here ſometimes ; if it does prove him, 
I'm reſolv'd I'll ſhare the Viſit. | 

| Bel. We'll ſend for our Work and fit here. 

L. Brute. He'll choak us with his Tobacco. 


Bel. Nothing will choak us 555 we are 1 what we 


have a mind to. Lovueabell! | 


Enter Lovevell. 


Low. raden e 
IL. Brute. Here; bring my Couſin's 8 Work * mine 
hither, [ Exit Lov. and re-enters with their Work.) 

Sir J. Why, Pox, can't you Work ſomewhere elſe?? 


L. Brute. Wei ſhall'be' careful not to diſturb al, U. Sir. 5 


Bel. Your Pipe would make you too though Uncle, 

3 — were left alone; our r will cure r 

Pleen.. 0307 
ä 4 Will it 00, Mrs. Pert! Now 1 believe ie will ſo 
e it. [Sitting and ſmoaking. 11 mall take my own 
Houſe for a Paper-mill. | 
I. Brute. [to Bel. fide. ] Don' t let 8 mind him; let him 
lay what he will. 

Sir F. A Woman's Tongue a tne for the Spleen——- 
Oons——[ afide. | It a Man had got er Head. ach, Aar 
be for applying the ſame Remedy. 

L. Brute, You "han ve ns a Brent deal, Belinda, ance 
Yeſterday. 1 ; 

/ | h 5 : : > Bel. 


( 
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1 vel. have work'd very hard ; how: do you like | 
it? - 3 
4 Brute, o, 'tis the prettieſt Fringe: i on: ths World. 
Well, Couſin, you have the happieſt Fancy: Pr? 2285 ad- 
viſe me about altering my Crimſon Petticoat. 
Sir F. A Pox o' your Petticoat; here's ſuch a. 
a Man can't digeſt his own Thoughts for. you. 
IL. Brute. Don't anſwer him. [afde.] Well, vrhat do 
you adviſe me? | 
Bel. Why, really, I would not alter it at al Me- 
thinks tis very pretty as it is. 
L. Brute. Ay, that's true: But you 8 one grows 
weary of the prettieſt things i in the World, when one * 
had em long. | 
Sir F. Yes, I have tau ht Thea that. | 
Bel. Shall we provoke him a: little? | 
L. Brute. With. all my Heart. Belinda, don't you 
long to be marry d? 
el. Why, >: thereare ſome things in. it I could like well. 
| —— 
L. Brute. What do-you think abe diſike ?. 
Bel. My huſband, a hundred to one elſe. = 
L. Brute. O ye wicked Wretch.! Sure you don't ſpeak | 
as you think. 
el. Ves, 1 do: eſpecially if he ſmoak d Tobacco. [He 
Bols earnefily at em.] 
ms | L. Brute. Why, that many times takes off worſe Smells. 
| | Bel. Then he muſt ſmell very ill indeed. 
4 L. Brute. So ſome Men will, to keep their Wives from. 
coming near em. 

Bel. Then thoſe Wives ſhou'd' hd em at a dif 
tance. [He riſes in a Fury, throws his Pipe at em, and. 
drives em out. | As tbey run off, Conſtant. and Heartfree: 
enter. Laay Brute run: ir Conftant,}. _ 

Sir J. *Oons, get you gone up Stairs, you confederat: | 
ing Strumpets you, or I'll cuckold you with a Vengeance, | 
L. Brite. O Lord, he'll beat us, he'll-beat.us, Dear, 
dear Mr. 7 ant, ſave us. N _ [Exeunt, x 
Sir. F. I'll cuckold you with a ANALY 
Con. Heay'n ! Sir Johan, what's the matter? ; 
Sir J. Sure, if Woman had been ready created, the 
Devil, ee een kickid down- into Hell had- cel 
m 
A Why, what new Plague have you found now? =. 
Sir J. Why | theſe: two Gentlewomen did but hear me. | 
a I — * here this — upon 55 ä 
1. 


87 


rn a a 


* 


they preſently reſolv'd to take up the Room, o purpoſe to 
plague me and my Friends. TICS | 

Con. Was that all? Why we ſhou'd have been glad of 
their Company. © | . 

Sir F. Then I ſhould have been weary of yours: for I 
can't reliſh both together. They found Fault with my 
ſmoaking Tabacco too; and ſaid Men ſtunk. But I have 
a good Mind to fay ſomething, | 

Con. No, nothing againſt the Ladies, 1528. 3 

Sir F. Split the Ladies. Come, will you fit down ? Give 
us ſome Wine, Fellow ? You won't ſmoak ? | 

Con. No, nor drink neither at this Time, I muſt aſk 
your Pardon. e ; 

Sir J. What, this Miſtreſs of yours runs in your Head 

Til warrant it's ſome ſuch ſqueamiſh Minx as my Wife, 
that's grown ſo dainty of late, ſhe finds Fault even with a 
dirty Shirt. | V 

Hea. That a Woman may do, and not be very Dainty 
neither, | i 
Sir F. Pox of the Women, let's drink. Come, you 
ſhall take one Glaſs, tho' J tend for a Box of Lozenges to 
fweeten your Mouth after it. ( 

Con. Nay, if one Glaſs will ſatisfy you, I'll drink it, 
without putting you to that Expence. | 988 

Sir F. Why that's honeſt, Fill ſome Wine, Sirrah: 
So here's to you, Gentlemen A Wife's the Devil. To 
your being both married. ¶ They drink. = 

Hea. O, your moſt humble Servant, Sir. 

Sir J. Well, how do you like my Wine? 

Con. Tis very good indeed. | 

Hea. *Tis admirable. | pit abs 

Sir F. Then give us t'other Glaſs. . 

Con. No, pray excuſe us now: We'll come another 
time, and then we won't ſpare it. | 
Sir F. This one Glaſs, and no more. Come, it ſh 
be your Miſtreſs's Health: And that's a great compliment 


from me, I aſſure you. 


Glaſſes, | 
Sir F. So; let her live. [Sir John coughs in the Glaſs. 
Hea. And be kind. 1 5 1 15 | Wi 
Con. What's the matter ? Does it go the wrong way ? 

Sir J. If I had Love enough to be jealous, I ſhou'd 

take this for an ill Omen : For I never drank my Wife's 

Health in my Life, but I puk'd in the Glaſs. e 
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: 955 O ſhe's too virtuous tò make any reaſonable Man 
jealous. a 5 4 — 
> Sir J. Pox of her Virtue. If I cou'd but catch her adul. 

terating, I might be divorc'd from her by Law. 

Hen. And ſo pay her a yearly Penſion, to be a diſtin. 

guiſh'd Cuckold, 5 W 

pe Enter Servant. DW 

Ser, Sir, there's my Lord Rake, Colonel Bully, and e 
ſome other Gentlemen at the Blue-Pofis, deſire your Y 
Company. | 


I Sir F. Cod's fo, we are to conſult about playing the 1 
Devil to-night. | | PS 
|  Hea. Well, we won't hinder Buſineſs. \ F 


Sir F. Methinks I don't know how to leave you tho'; 0 

But for once I muſt make bold. Or look you; may be 

the Conference mayn't laſt long ! So if you'll wait here half { 

an Hour, or an Hour; if I don't come then——why then © 

l won't come at all. | 8 | 

Hea. {to Confl.] A goed modeſt Propoſition, truly. 
LAlide.] "7 | 3 

Con. But let's accept on't however. Who knows what if 

may happen ? | LOH, 3 

Hea. Well, Sir, to ſhew you how fond we are of your n 

Company, we'll expect your Return as long as we can. t 
Sir J. Nay, may be I mayn't ſtay at all; but Buſineſs, 

you know, muſt be done. So, your Servant——Or hark 

ou, if you have a mind to take a Friſk with us, I have an 
ntereſt with my Lord; I can eaſily introduce you. t 
Con. We are much beholden to you; but for my pat, 
I'm engag'd another way. : „ 
Sir J. What! to your Miſtreſs, I'll warrant. Pr'ythee 
leave your naſty Punk to entertain herſelf with her own 
lewd Thoughts, and make one with us to-night. 
Con. Sir, tis Buſineſs that is to employ me. RE TJ 
Hea. And me; and Buſineſs muſt me done, you know. | 
Sir J. Ay, Womens Buſineſs, tho' the World were 
confum'sd for't. = [ Exit Sir John. 

Con. Farewel, Beaſt ; and now, my dear Friend, would | 
my Miſtreſs be but as complaiſant as ſome Men's Wives, 
who think it a piece of good Wording to receive the Viſits 
of their Huſband's Friends in his Ablence. © = 
| Hea. Why for your ſake I could forgive her, tho ſhe | 
ſhould be ſo complaiſant to receive ſomething elſe in his 
Abſence. But what way ſhall we invent to ſee her? 


| Can, 


' k * 5 
4 | l 
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cn. O ne'er hope it: Inyention will prove as vain as 


L 


- 


Wiſhes. | . 


Enter Lady Brute and Belinda. 


Hea. What do you think now, Friend ? 
Con. I think I ſhall ſwoon, _ . ' 6 
Hea, T'll ſpeak firſt then, whilſt you fetch breath, 5 
L. Brute, We think ourſelves oblig'd, Gentlemen, to 
come and return you thanks for your Knight-Errantry. 
We were juſt upon being devour'd by the fiery Dragon. 
Bel. Did not his Fumes almoſt knock you down, Gen- 
tlemen. N | 
Hea. Truly, Ladies, we did undergo ſome Hardſhips; 
and ſhould have done more, if ſome greater Heroes than 
ourſelves hard by had not diverted him. OI, 
Con. Tho I'm glad of the Service, you are pleas'd to 
ſay we have done you; yet I'm ſorry we could do it in no 
other way, than by making ourſelves privy to what you 
would perhaps have kept a Secret. 285 8 
L. Brute. For Sir John's part, I ſuppoſe he deſign'd it 
no Secret, ſince he made ſo much Noiſe. And for my- 
ſelf, truly I'm not much concern'd, ſince tis fallen only 
into this Gentleman's Hands and yours; who, I have ma- 


thing to my diſadvantage. . | | 
Con. Your good Opnion, Madam, was what I'fear'd 
I never could have merited. - | | 
IL. Brute Your Fears were vain then, Sir; for I'm juſt 
to every body. | | | 
Hea. Pr'ythee, Conſtant, what is't you do to get the 
Lady's 3 Opinions; for I'm a Novice at it? 
Bel. Sir, will you give me leave to inſtruct you ? 
Hea. Yes, that I will with all my Soul, Madam. 
Bel. Why then you muſt never be ſlovenly; never be 
out of humour, fare well and cry Roaſt-meat, ſmoak To- 
bacco, nor drink but when you are dry. | 
Hea, That's hard. „ | | 
Con. Nay, if you take his Bottle from him, you break 
his Heart, Madam. 5 
5 Bel. Why, is it poſſible the Gentleman can love drink. 
. | 
Hea. Only by way of Antidote. 1555 
Hel. Againſt what, pray ? 
Hea. Againſt Love, Madam. | 
L. Brute, Are you afraid of being in Love, Sir? aa 
R EQ, 


ny Reaſons to believe, will neither interpret nor report any 
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, thinks 'tis an Age fince 


| be * familiar with the Ladies. 


* 


* 


Hea. I ſhou'd, if there were any Danger of it. 
I. Brute, Pray why ſo? | 


Hea. Becauſe I always had an Averſion to being wi . 
like a Dog. | t 
Bel. Why, truly, Men in Love are Eldom us'd bee 
L. Brute But were you never m Love, Sir? 
'* Hea. No, I thank Heav'n, Madam. [ 
Bel. Pray, where got you your Learning then? , 
Hlea. From other People's Expence. ; 
Bel. That's being a ſpunger, Sir, which is — * 1 
neſt: If you'd buy ſome Experience with your own Mo. t 
ney, as *twould be fairlier got, ſo *twould ſtick longer by 4 
you. a 
| Enter Footman. - 
| © 
Foot. Madam, here's my Lady Fancful to wait + ofen h 
your Ladyſhip. 1 
L. Brake. Shield me, kind Heaven ! What an Inunda. 2 


tion of Impertinence is here coming upon us? 


Enter Lady Fanciful, who runs firft to Lady Brute, the 0 
fo Bel inda, kifing em. | | 


I. Fan. My dear Ln Brute, and ſweet Belinda, mo; 
ſaw you. i 
L. Brute. Let tis but three Pays; ſure you have paſt 0 
your Time very ill, it ſeems ſo long to you. | 
L. Fan. Wh really, to confeſs the:Truth to you, I am ] 
ſo everlaſtingly agu -d with the Addreſſes of unfortunate } 
Gentlemen, . that, were it not for the Extravagancy of the 
Example, I ſhou'd een tear out theſe wicked Eyes with my t 
own Fingers, to make both myſelf and Mankind eaſy. £ 
What think you on't, Mr. Hearifree, for I take you to be 


my faithful Adviſer ? | 
Hea. Why truly, Madam think every Projed t 
Ty of Mankind, ought to be encourag'd. 


that is for the g 

L. Fax. Then I have your Conſent, Sir? 

Hea. To do whatever you pleaſe, Madam. 

IL. Fan. You had a much more limited Complaiſance 1 
this Morning, Sir. Would you believe it, Ladies? The By ' 
Gentleman has been ſo exceedin . generous, to tell me of 
above fifty Faults, in leſs Time than it was well poſſible for t 
me to commit two of em. 

Cen. Why truly, Madam, my Friend mere is apt w 


L. Fan 


7 
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L. Fan. He is indeed, Sir; but he's wond'rous chari- 
table with it: He has had the Goodneſs to deſign a Refor- 
mation, ev'n down to my Fingers- end. ITwas thus, I 
think, Sir, [ Opening ber Fingers in an aukward Manner. 
you'd have em ſtand My Eyes too he did not like: 
How was't you wou'd have directed em? Thus I think. 
Saring at bim. — Then there was ſomething amiſs in 
my Gait too: I don't know well how *twas ; but as I take 
it, he would have. had me walk like him. Pray, Sir, do 
me the Favour to take a turn or two about the Room, that 
the Company may fee you He's ſullen, Ladies, and 
won't. But, to make ſhort, and give you as true an Idea 
as I can of the Matter, I think twas much about this Fi- 
gure in general, he would have moulded me to: But 1 
was an obſtinate Woman, and could not reſolve to make 
myſelf Miſtreſs of his Heart, by growing as aukward as 
his Fancy. '[She walks aukwardly about, ſtaring and 
koking ungainly, then changes on a ſudden to the Eætremity 
of her uſual Affectatioon. 28 
Hea. Juſt thus Women do, when they think we are in 
love with 'em, or when they are ſo with us. ¶ Here Conſtant 
and Lady Brute talk together apart. | « 

L. Fan. Twould however be leſs Vanity for me to con- 
clude the former, than you the latter, Sir. ; 

Hea. Madam, all I ſhall ame to conclude, is, that 
if I were in Love, you'd find the means to make me ſoon 
weary on tn D ts 7 er DE, | 

L. Fan. Not by 'over-fondneſs upon my Word, Sir. 
But pray let's ſtop here; for you are ſo much govern'd by 
Inſtinct, I know you'll grow brutiſh at laſt, _ 

Bel. [aſide.] Now am I ſure ſhe's fond of him: I'll try 
to make her jealous. Well, for my part, I ſhould be . 
glad to find ſome-body would be fo free with me, that T 
might know my Faults, and mend em. 

L. Fan. Then pray let me recommend this Gentleman 
to you: I have known him ſome time, and will be Surety 
for him, that upon a very limited Encouragement on your 
Side, you ſhall find an extended Impudence on his. Pp 

Hea. I thank you, Madam, for your Recommendation: 
But hating Idleneſs, I'm unwilling to enter into a Place 
where I believe there would be nothing to do. I was fond 
af ſerving your Ladyſhip, becauſe I knew yau'd find me 
conſtant Employment. . 5 

L. Fan. I told you he d be rude, Belinca. 1 

Bel. O, a little Bluntneſs is a ſign of Honeſty, which 
Rakes me always ready to pardon it. So, Sir, if ”u 

* | e 


* 
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have no other Exceptions to my Service, but the ws 

being idle in it, you may venture to lift yourſelf : 1 a 
find you Work, I warrant you. =- 
Hea. Upon thoſe Terms I engage, Madam J and thi 
(with your apa I take for Earneſt. kerne 4a be 
Hand. 


J. 
Bel. Hold Herd, Sir; I'm none of your Earneſt feed 
But if I'm well ſerv'd; I give good Wages, and pay. punc. 
tually. [Heart. and Bel. ſeem to continue talking fan. 
larly. 
"a 7 [A/ide.}] I don't like this jeſting between em 
Methinks the Fool begins to look as f 
but then he mult be a Fool indeed. ——Lard, what a Dif. 
Ference there is between me and her. [ Looking at Bel. 
ſcornfully.] How I ſhou'd (deſpiſe ſuch a Thing, if I were 
a Man! What a Noſe ſhe has What a Chin 
| Whata Neck— Then her Eyes And the worſt kit. 
|, * _ - fing Lips in the Univerſe— No, no, he can never like 
ber, that's poſitive Vet I can't ſuffer em together any 
longer. Mr. Heartfree, do you know, that you and! 
muſt have no Quarrel for all this? I can't forbear being 3 
little ſevere now and then: But Women, you know my 
.be allowed any thing. | 
Hea. Up to a. certain Age, Madam. 8 en 
L. Fan. "Which I'm not yet paſt, I hope. | 
 Hea. [ Afide.] Nor never will, I dare ' OR = 
I. Fan. to Lady Brate.] Come, Madam, will you 
 Ladyſhip be Witneſs to our 8 ? | | 
L. Brute. You agree then at laſt ? + e \ 
Hea. [/lightingly.) We forgive. 
L. Fan. I afide.) That was a cold ill- natur'd Reply. 
L. Brute. han: there” s no Challenges b between 
> * i} {> 
Hea. Not from me, I promiſe [afide ro Conſtant. But 
that's more than I'll do for her; for I know ſhe can as well 
| be damn'd as forbear writing to me. 
=_ - Con. That I believe. But I think we had beſt be going 
Eo vel ſhe ſhould ſu 2 ſomething, and bemalicious.) es 
=: * Hea. With al Heart. Vl 
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Con. Ladies, we are your humble Servants,” 1 45 or 
Jobn is quite engag'd, twould be i in vain to expect hum 
Come, Heartfree, 1 Eiit 
Hiea. Ladies, your Servant, 02 0 Belinda. ] I hope, Ma- 
dam, you won't forget our ain I'm to ſay what! 
8 to 455 N 5 1 1 


\ 


he were in earneſt—. 


On ' 


ye 


POS <1. 9g 


re 


7 8 * N +a * - a bc * 
— " * ** 7 &Y FIT may * , * y \ 
428 * W « 5 
* * - 4 A 
4 . | 9 


4 d . * : f 
* 


— 


Y 


THE PROVOR' D WIFE. 3905 


Bel. Liberty of Speech entire, Sir. ; 

L. Fan. [afide.) Very pretty truly— But how the 
Blockhead went out languiſhing at her; and not a Look 
toward me Well, Churchmen may talk, but Miracles 
are not ceas'd. For tis more than natural; ſuch a rude 
Fellow as he, and ſuch a little Impertinent as ſhe, ſhould 
be capable of — a Woman of my Sphere _ 
But 7 can bear her ſight no longer -methinks ſhe's 
ten times uglier than Cornet. 1 muſt home, and ſtu 8 
venge. [to Lady Brute. ] Madam, your humble Servant; 
I muſt take my leave. 

L. Brute. What, going already, Madam? 

L. Fan. I muſt beg you'll excuſe me this once; for really 
I have eighteen Viſits to return this Afternoon: 'So you ſee 
I'm importun'd by the Women as well as the Men. 

Bel. L aſide.] And ſhe's quits with them both. 

L. Fan. {going.] Nay, you ſhan't go one Step out of 
the Room. 

L. Brute. Indeed I'll wait upon you down. 

L. Fan. No, ſweet Lady Brute, you know I Fwoon at 
Ceremony. 

L. Brute. Pray give me leave, 

L. Fan. You know I won't. 

L. Brute. Indeed I muſt. 

L. Fan. Indeed you ſhan't. 

L. Brute. Indeed I will 

L. Fan. Indeed you ſhan't. | | 

L. Brute. Indeed I will. | 1 

L. Fan. Indeed you ſhan't. Indeed, indeed, indeed 
you 1 t. [Exit Lady Fan. M ; they rs 


Re-enter Lady Brute, ſola. 


, 


This i impertinent Woman has put me out of Humour for a 
Fortnight——What an agreeable Moment has her fooliſh 
Viſit interrupted | Lord, how like a Torrent Love flows 
into the Heart, when once the Sluice of Deſire is open'd ! 
Good Gods! What a Pleaſure there 1 15 in coy what we 
ſhould not do! 4 


| N Conſtant, 


Ha! * again J | 7 
Con, Tho' the renewing my Viſit ay ſeem a little ü ir- 
regular, I hope I ſhall obtain your Pardon for it, Madam, 
when you know 1 only left the Room, leſt the Lady who 

was 
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was here ſhould have been as malicious i in her Remark, 
as ſhe's fooliſh if her Conduct. | 
L. Brute. He, who has Diſcretion enough. to be tende 
of a Woman's Reputation, carries a Virtue about hin 
may atone for a great many Faults. 
Con. If it has a Title to atone for any, its Pretenſion 
| muſt needs be ſtrongeſt, where the Crime is Love. I there. 
fore hope I ſhall be forgiven the Attempt I have made upon 
- your Heart, fince my Enterprize has been a Secret to il 
the World but yourſelf. 
L. Brute. Secrecy, indeed, in Sins of this kind, is a | 
| Argument of weight to leſſen the Puniſhment; but 10. 
—.— :2 Plea, for a Pardon: entire, without a ſincere Re. 
ntance. - 
Con. If Sincerity i in Repentance conſiſts i in Sorrow far . 
nding, no Cloiſter ever inclos d ſo true a Penitent u; 
I ſhould be. But I hope it cannot be reckon d an Offence d 
cd love, where tis a Duty to adore, * t 
IL. Brute. "Tis an Offence, a great one, where it would h 
; rob a Woman of all ſhe ought to. be ador'd for, her Virtue, 1 
Con. Virtue? Virtue, | alas! is no. more like the m 
thing that's call'd fo, than tis like Vice itſelf. . Virtue con- er 
ſiſts in Goodneſs, Honour, Gratitude, Sincerity, and 
Pity; and not in peevith, ſnarling, firait-lac'd Chaſtity, re 
True Virtues whereſoever it moves, ſtill carries an Intgins! 
fick Worth about it, and is in every Place, and in each . 
Sex, of equal Value. So is not Continence, you ſee: . 
That Phantom of Honour, which Men in every Age ban i 
iv contemned, they have thrown it amongſt the Women u C 
- :ſcrabble for. 74 
L. Brute. If it be a thing of ſo very little value, why bay 


do you fo earneſtly. recommend it to your; Wives aud che 

Daughters. ſhu 

Can. We recommend it to our Wives, Madam, becauſ 

i wie wou'd keep em to ourſelves; and to our Daughters, BY fre 

[ | becauſe we wou'd diſpoſe of em to others. IC 
„ L. Brute. Tis then of ſome Importance, it ſeems, n M 1 
i you can't diſpoſe of them without it. Ru! 
if Con. That Importance, Madam, lies i in the Humour | 5 
the Country, not in the Nature of the Thing. nen 
| L. Brute. How do you prove that, Sir? - We 
Wi | Con. From the Wiſdom of a neighbouring Nation in that 
4 J ede Practice. In Monarchies, things go by Win the 
! | | nen — — all l an me Scale of m 
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1. Brute, I hope we are not ſo ver light a People, to 
bring up Faſhions without ſome ground. 

Con, Pray what does your Ladyſhip think of a pow- 
der'd Coat for deep OS. $i 

L. Brute. I think, Sire our Sophiftry has all the Ef 
fect that you can rex Soon it. ſhould a it 
puzzles, but don't convince. - 3 1 

Con. I'm ſorry for it. Sada” | 
1 L. Brute. I'm wry to hear "ax fy fo. 


l Con. Pray why ? | , 
L. Brute. Becauſe if 1 pected more from it, you 
n have a 'worſe Opinion. « e than I deſire 


* you ſhould have 
- Con. [afide; I e der 'She would have ms 
ſet a Value upon, her Chaſtity, that I might think myſelf 
of BY the more oblig'd to her, When ffie makes me a Preſent of 
wil it. [70 ber.] I beg you will believe I did but rally, Ma- 
ct dam; I know you judge too well of Right and Wrong, | 
to be deceiv'd by Ar guments like thoſe. _ I hope you'll 
Id have ſo favourable an Opinion of my Under ſtanding too, 
It, to believe the thing call'd Virtue has Worth enough with 
me, to paſs for an eternal 2 88 where er tis ſa- 
U crifc „ 
0 8 © L. Brute. Ie be 1 think, s great Aa one, as vothing « can 
5 repa 
ni Con Yes; the making the Man you love your everlaſting 
MW Debtor. 
e! L. Brute. When De ebtors once have borrow'd all we have | 
re oy to lend, they are very apt to grow thy of their Creditors. 
to Company. 
| Con. T hat, Madam, is only when they are forc'd to. 
by WY borrow of Uſurers, and not of a generous Friend. Let us 
008 chooſe our Cr editors, and we are ſeldom ſo ungrateful as to 
bun em 3% 
uſe L. Brute, What think you of Sir John, Sir ; ; 1 was his 
free Choice? | 
| Cn. I think he's married, Madam. 3 ä 
ner L. Brute. Does Marriage then exclude Men from your 
Rule of Conſtancy? 
0 - Cor. It does. Conſtancy's s a brave, FRY havghty, : 
Lenerous Agent, that cannot buckle to the Chains of 
8 Wedlock., There's a poor ſordid Slavery in Marri age, 
| 0 HY that turns the flowing Tide of Honour, and ſinks us to 
the loweſt Ebb of Infamy. '*Tis 1 corrupted Soil; III- 
of . UG * Cowardice, and Dirt, are all its 
— uct. 


vor. . 3 L. Brut. 
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IL. Brute. Have you no Exceptions to this generd] Rile, 


as well as to t'other ? 

Con. Yes, I would, after all, be an Exc: tion to it 
WANT, if you were free in Power and Wil t take 
me 10. : 

L. Brute. Compliments are well ahcd, where Us im. 
poſſible to lay hold of em. 

Con. I wou'd to Heaven 'twere poſſible for you to ly 
hold on mine, that you might ſee it is no Compliment 
at all. But ſince you are already diſpos'd of, beyond 
Rederoption, to one who does not know the Value of the 
Jewel you have put into his Hands, I hope you wou'd not 
think Em greatly wrong d, tho it ſhou' 4 ſometimes be 
Toure. on by a Friend, w Reden Tt eſteem i it as, he 
ought, 

I. Brute. If looking on't t alone wo ſerve his turn, 
the Wrong perha ht not be very great; 

Con, Why, w ug if he ſhou'd wear it now and then a 
Nick fo he gave good Security to bring 4 it home again at 

1oht? 

Brute. Small Security I fancy, might ſerve wa that, 
One might venture to take his Word. | 7 
Con. Then where's the Injury to the Der, WEE 
L. Brute. Tis an Injury to him if he think it one. For 
ne Happineſs be ſeated in the Mind, Vnhappineſs muſt be 
{o too. 

Con. Here I cloſe with you, Madam, and "gram my 
concluſive Argument from your own Poſition : I the In- 
jury he in the Fancy, there needs Ong but Ney to | 

Prevent the Wrong. 

L. Brute. [going.] A ſurer way to prevent it, is kde 
no more Arguments in its behalf. | 

Cor. { following bers]. But, Madam els Ke 

L. Brute. But, Sir, tis my turn to be diſcreet x now, 
and not ſuffer too long a Viſit. 

Con. [ catching ber Hand.] By Heaven, , you | fall not 

ſtir, till you give me Hopes that I ſhall ſee you again, at 
tome more convenient Time and Place. 

L. Brute. I give you juſt Hopes a Fe 
From him.] to get looſe from you: and that's all I . 
tord you at this time, [Exit running. 

Con. ¶ſolus.] Now by ail that's great and good, the $4 
charming Woman. In what Extaly of Joy tlie has left 

me! For ſhe gave me Hope; did ſhe not {ay ſhe gave me 
< . Hope ?—— Hope! Ay; what Hope——=cnough.. to _ 
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me let her go hy that's enough in Conſcience. Or, 


no matter how 'twas ſpoke ; Hope was the Word; it came 
from her, and it was ſaid to me. | 


_ Enter Heartfree, 


Ha, Heartfree ! Thou haſt done me noble Service in prat- 
tling to the young Gentlewoman without there; come to 
my Arms, thou venerable Bawd, and let me ſqueeze thee 
[Embracing him eagerly} as a new Pair of Stays does a fat 
Country Girl, when ſhe's cartied to Court to ſtand for a 
Maid of Honour. 

Hea. Why what the Devil's all this Rapture for ? 

. Rapture! There's ground for Rapture, Man ; 

there Hopes, my Heartfree, Hopes, my Friend. 

Hear. Hopes of what? | 

Con, Why Hopes that m my Lady and I together (fas tis 
more than one Body's Work) ſhould make Sir John a 
Cuckold. . 

Hea. Pr'ythee, what did ſhe ſay to thee 7 

Con. Say? what did ſhe not ſay? ſhe faid that 
ſays pals 5 ſaid—Zoons, I don't know what ſhe faid ; 
But ſhe look'd as if ſhe ſaid every thing I'd have her; and 
ſo if thou'lt go to to the Tavern, T'll treat thee with any 
thing that Gold can buy; I'll give all my Silver amongſt 
the Drawers, - make a Bonfire before the Door; ſay the. 
Plenipo's have ſign'd the Peace, and tae Bank of England's 
grown honeſt. _ | — [Exeunt. 


SCENE opens; Lord Rake Sir John, Sr. at a Ta- 
ble, drinking. * 


All. UZZA! 
L. Rake. Come, Boys; charge gain 
9 Confuſion to all Order. Hete's — of Con- | 


ſcience. 


All. Huzza! 
I. Rake. I'll ling you a 221 I made this M rning to 
this purpoſe. ; / 


Sir. 7. Tis witked; I hope. 
Col. B. Don't my Lord tell you he ir. :de it! ? 
dir J. Well then, let's ha't. 


3 1 
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** 


Lord Rake ſings. 


HAT a Pother late 
Have they kept in the State, 

| About ſetting our Conſciences free? 

A A Bottle has more 


Diſpenſations in flore, | 
" ”_ the King and "re Sate can decree. 


| f IIe 
When my Head" s full of Wine, 
. T&erflow with Defign, | 
oF Aud know no Penal Laws that can curb me : : 
Whate'er I deviſe, 
-- Seems good in 19 Eyes, 
Au en ne er dares to di 12285 Me. 


III. 


No ſaucy Remorſe 
ge, in my Courſe, 
Nor impertinent Notzons Evil; 
So there's Claret in lore, 
In Peace Je my Whore, 281 
: Andi in Peace ] jog on io the Devil. 
All ſing. So there's Claret, &e. 


* Rake. [Rep. ] And in Peace I jog on 6 the Devil ; 
Well, how do you like it, Gentlemen? | \ 

All. O, admirable ! 

Sir F. 1 wou'd not give a Fig for a Song that i is not full 


of Sin and Impudence. - 


L. Rake. Then my Muſe is to your Taſte. But drink 
away; the Night ſteals upon us; we mall want Time to 
be lewd in. Hey, Page, ſally out, Sirrah, and ſee what's 
doing in the Camp; we'll beat up their Quarters 1 
ſent | 

Poge I'll bring your Lordihig an exact Account. 

[ Exit Page. 

T7 Rake. Now let the spirit of Cy go round. Fill me 
2 Brimmer. Here's to our Forloen. Hope. Courage, 
Knight, Victory aitends you. 

Sir J. And Laurels ſhall crown me; drink away, and 
be dams. 9 5 
I. Rake. 
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I. Rake. Again, Boys; tother Glaſs, and damn Mo- 
rality. „ 3 FR 

Sir F. [drunk.)} Ay—damn Morality—and damn the 
Watch. And let the Conſtable be married, FN? 

All, Huzza! | | 
| EIN Re-enter Page. 


L. Rake. How are the Streets inhabited, Sirrah ? 

Page. My Lord, it's Sunday-night, they are full of 
drunken Citizens. | | 

L. Rake. Along then, Boys, we ſhall have a Feaſt. 

Col. B. Along, noble Knight. | | - ON 

Sir FJ. Ay——along, Bully; and he that ſays Sir John 
Brute is not as drunk and as religious as the drunkeneſt 
Citizen of them all——is a Liar, and the Son of a Whore. 

Col. B. Why that was bravely ſpoke, and like a free- 
born Engliſhman. . i 
- Sir F. What's that to you, Sir, whether I am an Engliſb- 
man or a Frenchman. 413: | 

Col. B. Zoons, you are not angry, Sir? Nd 

Sir J. Zoons, I am angry, Sir for if I'm a free- 
born Engliſbman, what have you to do, even to talk of my 
Privilege? | 3 

L. Rake, Why, pr'ythee, Knight, don't quarrel here; 
leave private Animoſities to be decided by Day- light; 
let the Night be employ' d againſt the publick Enemy. * 

Sir F. My Lord, I refpe& you becauſe you are a Man 
of Quality. But I'll make that Fellow know, I am with⸗ 
in a Hair's breadth as abſolute by my Privileges, as the 
King of France is by his Prerogative. He by his Pre- 
rogative takes Money where it is not his due; I by my 
Privilege refuſe paying it where I owe it. Liberty and 
Property, and Oli England. Huzza ! | TID 

All. Huzza ! [Exit Sir John reeling, all following him. 


s EN E, A Bed-chamber. 


| Enter Lady Brute and Belinda. < 
L. Brute. 2 E it's late, Belinda, I begin to 

Bel. Ves, . Twelve. Will you go to Bed? 

L. Brute. To Bed, my Dear? And by that time I am 
fallen into a ſweet Sleep (or perhaps a ſweet Dream, which 
is better and better) Sir Jobn will come home roaring 
drunk, and be overjoy'd he finds me in a Condition to be 
diſturb'd. | 3 7 

G Bel 
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bel. O you need not fear him, he's in for all:Nipht, 
The Servants ſay he's gone to drink with my Lord Rake, 
I.. Brute; Nay, tis not very likely, indeed, ſuch ſuitable 
Company ſhould part preſently. What Hogs Men tum, 
Belinda, when they grow weary of Women 

Bel. And what Owls they are, whilſt they are fond of 
'em. 

L. Brute. But that we may forgive well enough, becauſe 
they are ſo upon our aceounts. : | 

Bel. We ought to do ſo indeed, but tis a hard matter. 
Lor when a Man is really in love, he looks ſo unſutferably 
ſilly, that tho' a Woman lik'd him well enough before, 
mme has then much ado to endure the Sight of him: And 

| rin I 5 to be the Reaſon why Lovers are ſo generally 
134. us d. . LL 
I. Brute. Well, I own now, I'm well enough pleaſed 
to ſee a Man look like an Aſs for re. | 
Bel. Ay, I'm pleas'd he ſhould look like an Aſs too,— 
that is, I'm pleaſed with myſelf for making lym look ſo. 

L. Brute. Nay, truly, I think if he'd find ſome other 
way to expreſs his Paſſion, twou d be more to his advan- 
t E. 85 : s 1 5 : 
: et. Yes, for then a Woman might like his Paſſion and 
bim too. | Lat „ 
I.. Brute. Vet, Belinda, | afier all, a Woman's Life 
would be but a dull Buſineſe, if it were not for Men; 
and Men that can look like Aſſes tao, We (hou'd never 
blame Fate for the ſhiortneſs of our Days; our time would 
hang wretchedly upon aur Hands, 

Bel. Why, truly they do help us off with a good ſhare 

en't: For were there no Men in the World, o'my Con- 
ſcience, I ſhou d be no longer a dreſſing than I'm faying my 
Prayers; nay tho' it were dunday: For you know that one 
may go to Church without Stays n. 

L. Brute. But don't you think Emulation might do 


ſomething ? For every Woman you ſee deſires to be f:ner 


than her Neighbour. 


Bel. That's only that the Men may like her better than 


her Neighbour. No, if there were no Men, adieu fine 


Petticoats, we ſhou'd be weary of wearing em. 


L. Brite, And adicu' Plays, we ſhould be weary of 


. ſeeing em, - | 2:44 6 5 
Biel. Adieu Hide Park, the Duſt would choak us. 
I. Brute. Adieu t James's, walking would tire us. 
Bel. Agicu Landon, the Smoke: vou d ſtifle * * 


. ons Sad fan O% % v4 


r „ 


. 
. 
1 
| 


THE 116 90 . D WIFE. ap 
I. Brute.” And adieu going to Church, for Religion, 


wou'd ne'er prevail with us. 

Both. Ha ha! ha! ha! ha! oh / 
Bel. Our Confeſſion is fo very hearty, Fry we merit 
Abſolution. 0 a 
I. Brute. Not unleſs we go thro' with't, and confolh 
all. So, pr'ythee, for the eaſe of our Conſciences, let's 
hide nothing. | 
Bel. Agreed. | 158 | 
L. Brute. Why tl ten cots that I love: to fit in the 
Fore-front of a Box; for if one fits behind, there's two 
Acts gone perhaps before one's found out. And when I 
am there, if I perceive the Men whiſpering and lo | 
upon me, you muſt know I cannot for my Life forhear 
thinking they talk to my Advantage. And that Toth: 42 
thouſand little tickling Vanities on foot 
Bel. Juſt my Caſe for all the World; but go on. - 
'L. Brute. 1 tt with Impatience for the next Jeſt in 
the Play, thatT might laugh, and ſhew my white Teeth. 
7 the oat has been dull, and the Jeſt be long a coming, 

I pretend to whiſper one to my Friend, and from thence ' 
fall into a little Foal Diſcourſe, in which I take occaſion. 
to ſhew my Face in all Humours, briſk, pleas'd, ſerious, 
melancholy, languiſhing——Not that what we ſay to one 
another cauſes any of theſe Alterations. But | 

Bel. Don't trouble yourſelf to e xplain. ' For it I'm not 
miſtaken, you and 1 have had ſome ** theſe neceſſary Dia · 
logues before now with the ſame 2 Io | 

L. Brute. Why, I. ſwear, Belinda, ſome People do 
give ſtrange agreeable Airs to their Fares in ſpeaking. 
Tell me true Did you pever practiſt in the G 

Bel. Why, did you ? 

L. Brute. Yes, faith, many atime. 

Bel. And J too, I own it; both how to ſpeak myſelf, 
and how to look when' others ſpeak. But my Glaſs and I 
could never, yet agree N ſhould make when they 
come blunt out with a $a. thing in a Play: For all the _ 
a „ took upon the Women, that's certain: ſo 
laugh we muſt not, tho, our Stays burſt for't, becauſe - 
that's telling Truth, and. owning” we underſtand the Jeſt. 
And to look ſerious is ſo dull, when the whole Houſe is a 
laughing. 

L. Brute. Beſides that, looking ſerious does really betra way 
onr Knowledge i in the matter, as much as laughing 
the Company would do: For if we did not endend the 
thing, we ſhou'd naturally do like other People. © 
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| Bel. For my Part, I always take that Occaſion to blow 
B eos Ste a= 16 
L. Brute. You muſt blow your Noſe, half off then at 
_ ſome Plays. 1 e 
1 Bel. Why don't ſome Reformer or other beat the Poet 
for't, gra a do ben ae 1 att RO OyeT 
IL. Brute. Becauſe he is not ſo ſure of 1 private Ap. 
probation, as of our publick Thanks. ell; fare there 
is not upon Earth ſo impertinent a thing as Womens Mo. 


"Bel Ves: Mens Fantaſque, that obliges us to it. If 
we quit our Modeſty, they ſay we loſe our Charms; and 

yet they know that very Modeſty is Affectation, and 
rail at our Hypocriſy. | LE 
I. Brute. Thus one would think 'twere a hard matter 
to pleaſe em, Niece: yet our kind mother Nature bas 
given us ſcmething that makes amends for all. Let our 
Weakneſs, be what it will, Mankind will ſtül be weaker, 
and whiltt there is a World, tis Woman that will govern 
it. But pr'ythee one Word of poor Conſtant before we go 
to Bed, if it be but to furniſh matter for Dreams : I dare 
wear he's talking of me now, or thinking of me at leaſt, 
_ tho' it be in the middle of his Prayers. 2 
Biel. So he ought, I think; for Hou were pleas d to 
make him a good round Advance to-day, Madam. 

L. Brute. Why, I have cen plagu'd him enough to 
fatisfy any reaſonable Woman: He has befieg d me theſe, 
two Years to no purpo . | 
| Bel. And if he befieg'd you two Years more, he'd be 
| _ enough paid, ſo he had the plundering of you at 
L. Brute. That may be; but I'm afraid the Town won't 
be able to hold out much longer: for to confeſs the Truth 
to you, Belinda, the Garriſon begins to grow mutinous. 
Bel. Then the ſooner you capitulate, the better. 
L. Brute. Yet, methinks, I wou'd fain ſtay a little 


. ” by 


* 
i 


longer to fee you tix'd too, that we might ſtart together, 


and fee who cou'd love longeſt. 'What think you, if Heart . 
Free ſhou'd have a Month's Mind to cu. 3 
Bel. Why faith I cou'd almoſt be in love with him for 
deſpiſing that fooliſh, affected Lady Fancijul; but I'm 
afraid he's too cold ever to warm himſelf by my Fire. 
L. Brute. Then he deſerves to be frozen to death. Wou' d 
I were a Man for your ſake, dear Rogue... r 
Bel. You'd wiſh yourſelf a Woman again for your own, . 
or the Men are miflaken. But if I cou'd make a e | 
pda SL aw 5 nennen 


a 
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of this Son of Bacchus, and rival his Bottle, what ſhou'd 
1 do with him? He has no Fortune, I.can't marry. him 
and ſure you wou d not have me commit Fornication. 

L. Brute. Why, if you did, Child, 'twauld be but hs hs 
good friendly Part; if twere only to keep me in e: , 
nance whilſt. I commit——you know what. | 

Bel. Well, if I can't reſolve to ſerve you that ways I 
may perhaps ſome other, as much to your Satisfaction. But 
Paſs 0 how ſhall we contrive to ſee theſe Blades n 

uic 
, I. rute. We mult e'en have recourſe to the old way; 
make em an Appointment *twixt Jeſt and Earneſt; twill 
look like a Frohck, and that you know's a very good 
thing to ſave a Woman's Bluſhes. | | 

Bel. You adviſe well ; but where ſhall it 0 ? | 

L. Brute, In Spring-Garden. But they ſhan't know. 
their Women, till their Women pull of their Maſks ; fora: 
Surprize is the moſt agreeable thing in the World: And 1 
find myſelf in a very good Humour, ready to do em any 


good turn I can think on. 
Bel. Then pray write 'em the neceſſury Billet, without 


Amer. + Atl. «17 _ 


farther delay. 
I. Brute. Let's go into your Chamber tho, aud whilſt 
1 2055 your Prayers, I'll do it, Child. Ee, 


1 3 


K W. 8 c ENE, Sd gd” 
Enter Lord Rake, Sir John, Ge. avi d Swords drawn. | 


L, Rate. the Dog dead? | 
Col. B. No, damn him, I heard him wheeze,” 


L. Rake. How the Witch his Wife howl'd 1 _. 

Col. B. Ay, ſhe'll alarm the Watch preſently,. . 5 

I. Rake, Appear, Knight, then; come, Yoo . 
good Cauſe 92 for, there's a Man murder © 

Sir. J. Is there then let his Ghoſt be ſatisfy'd; for | 
I'll facrifice a Conſtable to it . and burn his AT. 
upon his wooden Chair. 


Hane Taybr, 455 a Bundle under 1 Arm. ; | "2 


Cal. B. 9 now; 26S 13 we. get here 8. A Thief. 
Tay. No, an' t pleaſe you, I'm no Thief. 
L. Rake. That we'll ſee preſently: Here; let the * 


neral examine him. 
9 G 5 g * 


* 1 2 
＋ . ” 
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Sir J. Ay, ay, let me examine him, and I'ay a hun- 


he looks like a 
without Equivocation or menta 


dred Pound 1 find him Wel in fpite of his Teeth——for 


ſnea vg Raſcal. Come, Sirrah, 
Refervation, tell me of 


what Opinion you are, and what Calling; for by them — | 


I ſhall gueſs at your Morals. 
Ta. An't pleaſe you, I'm a Diſſenting Journeyman 


hy + . Then, Sirrah, you love lying by your Religion, | 


and Theft by your Trade : And ſo, that your Puniſh- 
ment may be ſuitable to your Crimes—— I II Have you 
firſt gag 3 then hang d. | 

9 good worthy Gentlemen, don- t abi me: 


indeed 8 an honeſt Man, and a good Workman, hy, 1 


lay it, that ſhou'd not ſay it. 
Sir . No Words, Sirzah, but attend your Fate. 
L. Rake. Let me ſee what's in that Bundle. 
"Tay. An't pleaſe you, it is the Doctor of thy Pariſh 


L. Rake. The Doctor's Gown !——Hark you, Knight, 


re t tick at abuſing the Clergy, will you? 
1 I'm e and I'll abuſe any thing—but 
my Wi - and her T name—with Reverence. _- 
Natz. Then you ſhafl wear this Gown, whilſt you! 
charge the Watch; that tho' the Blows fall upan you, the 
| 3 ti ght! upon the Church. 
Sir 7 enerous Deſignu b all the Gods —gihe 
it me. ele the Gown and puts it on.] 
Tay. O dear Gentlemen, I ſhalt. be guite undone, if 17 
ern; 15 de, Shred; a "RY p 
| r etire, Sirrah; an e 3 your, 
go home and be hap SPP: 16 We ms 
Tay. [pauſing] I think 15 had eden as good ollow'the 
Gent eman's brich Ad vice; 3 1 BY te any longer, 
wha knows hut the may. ak oth ge * me? 
Theſe Courtiers are fatter of Tricks an 87 are of Mo- 


| ney; they'll ſooner” cut a Man's Throat, than pay his © | 


ul. "Exit Thor. 
Sir F. So, h w do; ou like m pes now ? 
N Rake.” Tie wi . are « 
iſhap going to the Holy War. ye is our 8 Gen- 
demen, the nemy e. 6: e hay IP * 


. Of oye 


. 
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| Boer Conte 227 Watch. 


Faith: Stand [ Who goes there ? ? Come before the Con- 
fable. 

Sir J. The Copttable is A Raſcal—and you are the 
Son of a Whore. | , 

Watch, A good Civil Anſwer for a Parſon truly! | 

Con. Methinks, Sir, a Man of your Coat might ſet a 
better Example. 

dir F. Sirrah, Pit make you krow—— there are Men 
of my Coat can ſet as bad les——as you can do, 
ou Dog - you. [ Sir”? Fort Kell, "the Conflable They 
285 biin dawn, a! farm | Te and fee bin. Lord TG 
0 % noch have gepr. d the Patſon h 
o, we have rd the Arlon owever. 

Sir J. Blood, A Blood. and Bloed. ; 
Watch. Lord have mercy upon us! Haw the wicked 
Wretch raves of Blood. Fl warrant tie has been murder 
ing ſome body to-night. . 
Sir F. Sirrah, there's nothing got by Murder but a 
Halter: My Talent lies towards Drunkennels and Si- 


ee teh. Why chat how was ſpoke: like à Man of Parts, 
Neighbours ; 155 pity he e an be ſo diſguiſed. 
6 Bows TP m not 


dir J. You is d; for I am drunk 
barefac'd; | 
Watch. Look you there. agai u Tb! is a mad Parſon, 
wor? r 2 "ay a Pot Srof Ale upon's Head, he's a 
70 | 
0. Colle "Bir, 5 1 Rec 48 Joie Calling, I 
5 4 put'yoy inte 51 oun Kue : but we, muſt ſecure 
you! i our Drawing v till Morning, chat You may d 


no Mffchief. So, come A tenz. bs 
Sir F. You ma R where. you will, 8 girrah, 7 6 

you have oyercomè me——But if I; can't do Miſchief, 1 

think of 'Mitchief—in ſpite of you, 1 8 os 


you. | F Let. 
| (fa & 456 1 LF I. 
24 pany I 2 Nie Ae the 7 er. 7 30 : „ 
Sinne 
. dure Hein fl, 1 ih 


o 


FH A T'ike PI Nl ihe Os ape Net 1 
thank you for Plague my Heart's, Rock ſtill Vet 


'tis Belinda that diſturbs me; that's poſitire We 2 
what 


* 
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what of all that | Muſt I love her for teing troubleſome | 


at that rate I might love all: the Women I meet, I'gad, 

But hold tho' I don't love her for diſtu-bing me, yet 
ſhe may diſturb me, becauſe I love her Ay, that ma 

be, faith. I have dreamt of her, that's Pb Well, 
ſo I have of my Mother; therefore what's that to ns — 
poſe? Ay, but Belinda runs in my Mind wakin ——and 
| 8 3 many a damn'd thing, that I don't care a arthing 


| : 4 I have no Buſineſs Well, am I the firk Man, An 
as had a Mind to do an impertinent wc 8 


1 


Enter Conſtant... ved e 


Cn. How now, Heartfree ? What Gs you ob ap and, ö 
with | 


dreſs'd fo ſoon? I ede none but Lovers quarrel 
_ Beds; I expectec to have found you lnoring, a 
us'd to do. 


Hea. Why faith, Friend, s the Care I haye of youp 


Affairs, that makes me ſo thoughtful ; J have been ſtudy- 


ing all Night how to, bring 3 your Matter about. with Belinda? | 


Con. With Belinda 

Hea. With wy Lady, I mean : And faith L have mighe. 
ty Hopes on't. . Sure you muſt be. very, well n d with 
her Behaviour to you Yelterday ? 

- Cen, So well, that nothing bu t a Lover's Fears! can 3 


me doubt of Succeſs. But what can this ſudden Change 


proceed from? 
Hea. Why, you d ber. Huſband beat be, did vou 
not? N 


cn. That's true : A Huſband, is ſcarce ph 875 


upon any Terms, much leſs heh he fights Ait 
Methinks, the ſhou'd een have cuckolded him Aa ty 
very Spot, to thew that after the, Battle ihe: was Mader of F. 
the Field. 

Hea. A Council of War 727 Women wou d ";nfallibly, 
| have advis'd her to't. But, I confeſs, ſo pes a Wo- 


man as Belinda deſerves better Ulage, „ 


Con. Belinda again 

Hea. My Lady, I mean, What a Pox ke ds. 
der ſo. To-day? Tale. A Plague of this treacherous 
To 


w anſwer me direQly : Is it Lad or N 
* your careful Thoy 2 * hr! 
Hea. My Nh, fin; meth 9 ; = 4 

982 2 lie a Tn. 


1 * 


Methinks tho' I would fain be talking to her, — | 


Con. 1 Pr'ythee lock upon me 'ferioully, Heartſree— | 


Con. In Love! by this Light, in Love. | 

' H:a..ln Love? 

Con. Nay, nel er deny it; for thouꝰ It do it ſo hs 
'twill but make the Jeſt fit heavier about thee., ah ar 
Friend, I give thee much Joy. 

Hea. Why, ye vans, You: won't. perſuade me to it, will 


* 7 


you | ? 


Con. That tbe 8 


Heart always 
Pha, ha, ha, 


ba 
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. Miſtreſs,of your Tongue, that's ws te 


* 


3 - 
and I know you are ſo honeſt a Fellow, your Tongue and 


togeth-r. But how, but how the Devil? 


Hea. ry Min Way fins: _ dom: bg 1 in er- 


neſt ? 


Con. Ves, 1 do, be 
Hea. N 


— 


you, 


EO I he. 4 deny i in it in j 


——deny. in, 8 5 


Aedd you know 1; fmt a; 
Man denies a _ 
Con. Pha, ha, 


n jeſt a | 
ba, ha. 
Hea. Nay, then we ſhall 8 it: J What, becuuſs a Man 


SSL 


hy . 


ſtumbles at a Word: did you never make a Blunder ? 
Soul's glut-. | 


Con. Ves; for I am in Love, I own it. 


Hea. Then, ſo am I- Now laugh Al 


ted with 


don't, 8 t fs 

„Con. Nay then, twere 
fo hon eſt a Confeſſion... 
new Lady Arms has this mi ghty 
that unaccountabl 
or every thing 


Hea. E'en 


ne- ſgai- 
Verge of; 


bets 


deen too 


fin. 


eauty, 


So.in. 
hard fo | 
Hea. T'gad, I think the Je-ne-ſpai-quay i. is-in the Julltel 


3 


5 


4 


[ Embracing med 
Town on't.../ 


— 


ear 0 e 


i almoſt pity to in at thee e, after, | 


ut 00 us, Alte, Jack, 


e been given? 


I have ſeen it with Indifference. 


w,Words then, the Je-ne-ſyainguey la: 
r the quilted, Petticoat, 


e Weapon, call'd Je- 
that can come within the 


Petticoat ; at leaſt, tis certain, 1 ne er think on't without 


— 4 


a Je- ne- ſcai 
Con. Well, but have 


Alt 


have you turn'd her inſide out yet? 


.Hea, I dare not ſo much as think on't. t. / 


SY 


03 2s 


"©. 
* - 


uoy in every Part about me. 
your Remedies loſt their Virtue? 


3 


[> 


by hat 


79 


Con. But * t the two Years F vs, I have bad, dt, i 


e 


$3: es: T ae Ab. at I fone! 


15 5 2 


77 f 


0 
Non 


15 7 
2805 * 


1 


e cannot quit the. 
e E 150 


; wo 


— 


er 
— — 


erer on, ES ACRE LA. * 


7 
| 
| 


! 
{ 
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Con. Nay, if you expect your Miſtreſs will uſe you, 
as your Erofanations againſt her Sex deſerye, you tremble. 

5 8 But how do you intend to proceed, Friend? 

a. Thou know ſt Fm but a ovice; ; be ne and! 
adviſe me. 

Con. Why, look you then; Ta babe f Vou.-Serepade 
and a write a Sang——Go to Church; Look like x; 
F ol ge very officious ; Ogle, write and lead out: 
And who knows, but in a Year or two's time, you may 
be——calt'd a troubleſome E and ſent rr. your 
Buſineſs. _ — 

Fa. That's hard: ug det 3. 460-vokt ann 

Con. Vet thus. it lr! falls 9 with mb, — „ 

Hea. Pox on me for Leier one of the Number. W 

Con, Have a care: Say no faucy things; "twill but aug 
ment your Crime; and Af your ? teen hear ont, in 
creaſe 2 Sons Wi Fes 0 

Hea. Pr'ythee ſay ſomething then i me, u 
know help d you in your Diſtreſs. * 0 

Con. Why then to n N you to. Perfervance, that 

you may be thoroughly ſos us'd for. your renal PI i 


Job in mind; that even yeſt Ladies of 'em all are made 
up of Deſires, as in NE and tho* the old'ou 1 
long time, they will capitulate at laſt. Fol at than 
ing Engineer, Mature, dees make ſuch hapock in the 
Ton, * 8 or petiſn, in weir 
eee e 


- 4 * 


HA i Ae" 1 e . 1 


bet. Sir) Hard 5 Porter ne va Lge b. 

A x 7 7 
ſires to air 1 into your gn Hands. 
Com. Po Ms ee eee e 
Nene ens WER 1 A 2170 el Js: 16051 


. Fa, Forte: bes oh 
—_ What, Yart 1 it thee? ani % „ FLEE e en 
Por. Aw t pleaſe you, Sir, I Was Serge to Genter a 

into your ws AT 8 B 1wo well"thap'd' Ladies, at the 

New Exchange. I was at FS fra ere Lodgingly ut” 

your Servants feat ts hith WER, wes 
"Con, Tie well; are bu ti W e 
Por. No, my noble Maffer, 1 nie Went 

ant? ; they Were pore like 4 Mai tape Fier. 
Con. well; there. [Gives him Mon T 


Por. Ge bleſs your Honour, Exit __ 
| on. 


art. 


X Ld 
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Con. Now let's ſee what honeſt, truſty Foe, has brought 
us. [Reads.) If you and your Play-Fellow can ſpare 
time from your Bu 1/ineſs and Devetions ; don't Jail to be 
a: Spring-Garden about Eight m the Evening. You'll 
4 nothing tbere but Women, ſo you need bring no other 
Arms than what you uſually carry 5 25055 Jou. 80, Play- 
{cllow : here's rue to ſtay”) your Stomach, till your | 
Miſtreſs's Diſh is ready for you. 

Hea. Some of our battes* a e en ba I won't go, 
not I. 
Con. Nay, that e can't avoid; there 8 Honour in 
the Caſe; tis a Chal and 1 want u Second. 85 

Ha. 1 doubt 1 falt de but a very uſeleſs one to you J 
for I'm ſo diſhearten d by this Wound Belinda has given 
me, I don't think I ſhall have .Counge . enough to draw 
my Sword. 

Con. O O, if that be all, come along 3 1. warrant you'll 
find 2 8 enough | * duch Enemies as we have to deal 


Bb $4.6 Aa 
Enter Conftable, Ve. with Sir John. Pg 252 


Con, Coup aloog,: gi T thought to "lanes! Jet you. 
' ſlip cis Morning, becauſe you were a Mimiſter ; 

but you are as ** unk, and as. abuſive as ever. "WE 1 ſee 

what the Juſtice ofthe Peace will fay to yu. 

Sir J. And you ſhall ſee what ri ſay to the Juſtice of” 


be Pease, Surah. [They kuveb wt IF 1 5 


Of 29114 gg q 12 25 1 ite f "arch 
cull [palin dam der EN" 
Enter Servant. UG 

7 Nen 1 abit 70135%kl Squat 5 


Foe Pry re hie Worſhip, wo have got an ura > 
Parſon here: We are unwilling to 9 5 him, but don t 1 
know what to do with him. : | 


Ser. I'll acquaint my Malter. Exit Ser. 


222 Vou x) enden damn d Tuſtice 1 
Is K 7 — 21 

Conft, One that will take Care of you, T warrant * 
* „ t N e VE 2 


— 
. * * * 7 
4 - 1451 n wy : * e * N id d Ay 
+4 % 94 * 4 8321 4 , AA TY * * * : 2 * : 
9 . * > ” 8 - 2 
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3 Juice. 


Jus. Well, Mr. Conſtable, what's the Diſorder here? | 


Conſt. An't 'pleaſe your Worſhip—— _ 


Sir J. Let me ſpeak, and be damn'd: Im a Diviea, and 
can unfold Myſteries better than you can do. 
Fuft. Sadnels, ſadneſs ; a Miniſter ſo overtaken Pray, 

Sir, give the Conſtable leave to ſpeak, and I'll hear you 


very patiently : I aſſure you, Sir, 1 will. 
Sir F, Sir- 
moſt humble Servant. 


Conft., An't pleaſe your Worlhi then 1 he has arteps 


ed to beat the atch to-night, and oat N 
Sir J. You lye. e en reg! 
Juft. Hold, pray, Sir, a little. 

Sir J. Sir, your very humble Servant. 


Confl. Indeed, Sir, he came at us without any * 
3 us Whores and Rogues, and laid us on with | 
reat Quarter- ſtaff. He was in my Lord Rake's Company: 


T ey have been playing the Devil to-night. 
Jul. Hem — Hem bmp May you be On to 
my Lord? 
Sir J. Sir —I preſume — I may if Iwill. 
Jul. My meaning, Sir, is Are you 8 
Bug J. e Fer mean very wWẽ ll. 


realy when you are drunk ? 


Fuft. Good pie good lack: Here's 8 nothing 10 be got F 


from him, pray Sir, may I crave your Name? 
by, Sir F. Sir My He bickups] Hickup, 
$2.43 


Juſt. Hickup? Doctor Hickup, I have known a great 
e Country Parſons: of that Name, ein regret in 


the Fenns. Pray where do you live, Sir? 
Sir J. Here—and there, Sir. 


uf. Why, what range deni this Where 40 you | 


J 
reach, 81 Have C 
NN area good Cure—for a Clap, at 


your Service. 2 *A3 5 118. 7, Ati 9 N 5 
82 N. Lord k mercy upon us! - wy 
1 


ir J. [a/ide.) This Fellow aſks fo maby im -rtinent 
Queſtions, I believe, I Bad, 'tis the Juſtice s Wife, in the 
Juice s Clothes. *g 


You are a very: civil MIA your 


| He, heme hemerr Unger, Favour, Sip, pray' au- 
| 85 me direct 


ly. 5 
Sir F. Under Favour, Sir Do you uſe; to voher dt ; 


ſm 
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Juſl. Mr. Conſtable, I vow and proteſt, I don't know | 


what to do with him. 


. 
"I 


Conft. Truly he has been but a troubleſome Gueſt to us | 


all Night. 


Juſt. 1 think, I had e'en beſt let him go about his Bu- 


ſineſs; for I'm unwilling to expoſe him. 
 Conft, E'en what your Workhip thinks fit. 
Sir J. Sir not to interrupt Mr. Conſtable, IJ have a 
ſmall Favour to aſk. - 5 
Juſt. Sir, 1 open both my Ears to you. 


Sir J. Sir, your very humble Servant. I have a little 
urgent Buſineſs calls upon me; and therefore I deſire the 


Favour of you to bring Matters to a Concluſion. 
Juſt. Sir, if I were ſure that Buſineſs were not to com- 
mit more Diſorders, I wou'd releaſe you. 
Sir J. None——By my Prieſthood. ' | 
: Juſt, Then, Mr. Conſtable, you may diſcharge him. 


Sir FJ. Sir, your very humble Servant. If you pleaſe to | 


accept of a Bottle——— © 


Juft. J thank you, kindly, Sir; but I never drink in a 
Morning. Good-by t'ye, Sir, good-by t'ye. 


Sir J. Good-by t'ye, good Sir. [Exit Juſtice:) So 


now, Mr. Conſtable, ſhall you and I go pick up a 
Whore together ? | 


Conf. No, thank you, Sir . my Wife's enough to fatiſ- 


fy any reaſonable Man, 


* 


Sir J. Lade] He, he, he, he, he——the Fool is mar- 


ned then. Well, you won't go? 
Conf. Not I, truly. cnet ond 
Sir J. Then I'll go by myſelf ; and you and your Wife 


may be damn'd, Exit Sir John.) 
Conſt. [gazing after him.) Why God a mercy Earſon! 


[ Exeunt- 


SCE N E, Spriag- Garden. 


Conſtant and Heartfree croſs the Stage. As they go of, 
enter Lady Fanciful 2] Madamoiſelle ait d, and 
 doggin? 'ems', . | 2 
Con, 8 3 I think we are about the time appointed: let 

us walk up this way. . [Exeunt. 
L. Fan. Good : Thus far I have dogg'd 'em without 
being diſcover'd. Tis infallibly ſome Intrigue that brings 

them to ring Garden. How my poor Heart is torn 0 
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rack d with Fear and Jealouſy ! Vet let it be any thing but 
that Flirt Belinda, and I'll try to bear it. But if it 
prove her, all that's Woman in me ſhall be employ'd to 
deſtroy her. LE xeuxt 1 Conſtant __ Heartfree. 


Res enter Conſtant and Heartfree. Lady Fanciful and 
| Madamoiſelle ſtill. following at a Mme. {Ne 


Cor. I ſee no Females yet, that have any thing to &y 
to us. I'm afraid we are banter d. 

Hea. I wiſh we were; for I'm in no Humour to make 
either them or myſelf meray. 

Con. Nay, I m ſure you'll make them merry enough, if 
I tell em why yau are dull. But pr'ythee iy heavy and 
| fad before you bo n to be ill us da. 

_ Fea. For the __ Reaſon, perhaps, that you are 10 
briſk and well pleas d; becauſe, both Pains and Pleaſures 
are generally more conſiderable in nner than when: 
they come to paſt. 


Enter Lady Brute the Belinda, 1. 4, al wh dreſs d. 


Con. How now | who. are theſe ? Not our Game, I 


2 If they are, we are Eun wt eno Noh fery'd, to 
come a hunting here, when we had ſo much ter Game | in 


Chaſe elſewhere. 
IL. Fan. [to Madamoiſe wy?) PA theſe 20 heir Ladies 
without doubt. But I'm afr 


and Size of Belinda and her Aunt. 

Mau. So dey be inteed, Matam. 

L. Fan. We'll flip into this cloſe Arbor, where we may 
hear all they ſay. [ Exeunt: I. ady Faneiful and Madam. 
IL. Brute, What, are you afraid of us, Gentlemen? 


Hea. Why, truly, 1 think we may, if * | 


don't lye. 
Bel. Do you PRES find 3 what they appear to 
be, Sir? 


they appear to 
- Bel. Then the Outſide's beſt, you think ? 
. — Tis the honeſteſt. 2 


Con. Have a care, Heartfree 5 you are relaphng agus. 


aid that Dotly Stuff is not 
worn for want of better Clothes. They pre the very hos 


Hea. No, A but 1 ſeldom find 'em better than 


th 
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13 Eri Why, does' the Gentleman uſe to rail at 


Women? | 
| Cw: He * done formerly. | 
Bel. I ſu . had very good Cauſe + fort t. They aid 


Bel. Laugh' d wh you ſigh d. 

* Brute. Slept whyle you were waking, 

Bel. Had your Porter beat. 

L. Brute. And threw your Billet-doux in the Fire. 
Hea. Hey-day, I ſhall Yo more than rail preſently. 
Bel. Why, you won't beat us, will you) 
Hea. I don't know but I 


ay. 


Con. What the Devil's _— here? Sir Jobn in a | 


nn drunk, i' faith. 


Euter Sir Ae. 


Sir J. What a Pox——here's conan, Hearifres 
and two Whores I'gad 
what have you never à ſpare Punk for your Friend 
But I'll ſhare with you. [ He ſeizes both the Nomen. 
252 Why what the Plague have you been doing, 

E 


Sir J. ad) 1 I have beep beating the Watch, and ean- 


dalizing the 
Hea. A very — Account truly. 
Sir J. And what do you think I 1 Jo next ? 
Con. Nay, that no Man can guefs. 


Sir F. Why, if you'll let me ſup with you, I'll treat 


both your Strumpets. 
L. Brute. [ a 4. O Lord we're undone ! 


Hea. No, we can't ſup together, becaule we have "Er 


Affairs elſewhere. But if you'll accept of © theſe two 


Ladies, we'll be ſo complaiſant to you, to reſign our Right, 


10 'em, - 


Bel. [afide.] Lord, What ſhall we do? 


Sir F. Let me ſee, their Clothes are ſuch damn'd Clothes; 5 


they won't pawn for the Reckonin 
Hea. Sir John, your Servant. Nee attend you. 
Con. Adieu, Ladies, make much of the Gentleman. 


L. Brute. Why ſure you won't leave us in the Ben of 


= drunken Fellow to abuſe us. 5 
ir 


not uſe you ſo fog thought you deſerv'd, Sir. 
L. Brute, T Thed "ma 9 merry at your Ex- 
pence, Sir? 


O you covetous Rogues! 


n 
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Sir J. Who do you call à drunken Fellow, glu 
you? I'ma Man of Quality; 0 King has 1 me 7 
Knight. Heart. runs . 
Hea. Ay, 3s you are'in ood Hands; Adjou, Adieu 
I.. Brute. The Devil's Hands: Let me go, or Il 
For Heaven's ſake protect us. [She breaks from bim, runs 
to Conſtant, favitching 77 ber Maſt, and clapping it on 


again. 

Sir J. I'll Deyil you, you Jade you. I'll demoliſh your 
ugly Face. 

Cn. Hold a little,” Knight, ſhe enn | 

Sir J. I'll ſwoon her. N | 

Con. Hey, Hearlfree.. 


| Re-enter Heanfree. Belinda runs to bin, add 2 ber 
ace. 


s _ O Heavens ! bor. dear Creature, ftand there 3 a 
ittle 


Con. Pull him off, Jack. 
Hea. Hold, might Man ; look ve, Sir, we did but 
jeſt with you. Theſe are Ladies of our Acquaintanee 


that we had a mind to _— a little, but now your mult 
leave us. __ 


Sir J. Oons, I won't leave , not —A +} 
Hes. Nay, but you muſt 0ugh ; and i therefore 5 make 


no Words ont. 


Sir J. Then you are a couple of damn'd uncivil Fel 
lows. And J hope your Bobs will | give you Sauce _ 
Mutton, ; . [Exit Sir John 

L: Brute. Oh, I ſhall never come to e again, n 
fo frighten' d. 

Con. Twas a narrow Scape indeed. 

Bel. Women muſt have F rolicks, you ſee, whatever they 
colt em. 

_ Hea, This might have prov'd a dear one tho. 

I. Brute. You are the more oblig d to us for the Riſk 
we run upon your Accounts. 

Con. . I hope you'll acknowledge ſomething due 
to our Knight-Errantry, Ladies. This is the ſecond time 
we have deliver'd you. 

L. Brute. Tis true; and fince we foe Fate has deſignd 
you for our Guardians, "twill make us the more willing to 
truſt ourſelves in your Hands. But you muſt not have the 
worle 2 of us for our innocent F rolick. 1 55 . 
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Hea. Ladies, you may command our Opinions in every | 


thing that is to your Advantage. | 


Bel. Then, Sir, I command you to be of Opinion, That 
Women are ſometimes better than they appear to be. 
Lady Brute and Conſtant talk apart.] | 


Hea. Madam, you have made a Convert of me in every 


thing. I'm grown a Fool: I cou'd be fond of a Woman. 
Bel. J thank you, Sir, in the Name of the whole Sex. 
Hea. Which Sex nothing but yourſeif cou'd eyer have 
aton'd for. 
Bel. Now has my Vanity a deviliſh Itch, to know in 
what my Merit conſiſts. . 5 
Hea. In en Humility, Madam, that keeps you igno- 


rant it conſiſts at all. 


gel. One other Compliment, with that ſerious Face, and 


J hate you for ever after. 

Hea. Some Women love to be abus'd ; Is that it you 
wou'd be at? | 8 8 

Bel. No, not that neither: But I'd have Men talk 
plainly what's fit for Women to hear; without putting em 
either to a real, or an affected Bluſh. | 


Hea. Why then, in as plain Terms as I can find to ex- | 
preſs myſelf, I could love you even to —Matrimony itfelf 


almoft, I'gad. | 


Bel. Juſt as Sir John did her Ladyſhip there. What 


think you? Don't you believe one Month's time might 
bring you down to the ſame Indifference, only clad in a 
little better Manners, perhaps? Well, you Men are un- 
accountable things, mad till you have your Miſtreſſes, and 
then ſtark mad till you are rid of em again. Tell me ho- 


neſtly, is not your Patience put to a much ſeverer Trial 


after Poſſeſſion than before? 


Hea. With a great many, I muſt confeſs it is, to our 
eternal Scandal ; hut I dear Creature, do but try 
m. | 
Bel. That's the ſureſt way, indeed, to know, but not 
the ſafeſt. [To Lady Brute.] Madam, are not you for tak- 
ing a Turn in the Great Walk ? It's almoſt dark, no body 
will know us. 8 | 

L. Brute. Really I. find myſelf fomething idle, Belinda: 
belides, I doat upon this little odd private Corner. But 
don't let my lazy Fancy confine you. [Conſt, afide.] So, 
lie wou'd be left alone with me, that's well. e 

Bel. Well, we'll take one Turn, and come to vou again. 
[To Heart.] Come, Sir, ſhall we go pry into the Secrets of 
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the Garden ? Who knows what Diſcoveries we may mike, 
Hea. Madam, I'm at your Service. 1 6 

Con. [to Heart. afide] Don't make too much haſte back 
for, d'ye hear I may be buſy: | > 


_ Hea. Enough. _ | Exeunt Belinda and Heartfree,- 


I. Brute, Sure you think me ſcandalouſly free, Mr. 
Conſtant, Im afraid 1 ſhall loſe your good Opinion of me, 
Con. My good Opinion, — is like your Cruel. 
ty, ne'er to be remov'd. | 85 
L. Brute. But if I ſhould remove my Cruelty, then 
there's an end of your good Opinion. | 
Con. There is not ſo ſtrict an Alliance between em 
neither. Tis certain I ſhou'd love you then better (if that 
be poſſible) than I do now; and where J love, I always 
| L. Brute. Indeed, I doubt you much; Why, ſuppoſe 
you had a Wife, and ſhe ſhould entertain a Gallant ? 
Con. If I gave her juſt Cauſe, how cou'd I juſtly con- 
demn her? ; | 
I. Brute. Ah; but you'd differ widely about juſt 
Cauſes. i | f „ rg 
Con. But Blows can bear no Diſpute. 
IL. Brute. Nor ill Manners much, truly. 
pra Then no Woman upon Earth has > juſt a Cauſens 
u have. 


Th Brute. O, but a faithful Wife, is a beautiful Cha- 
racer. 11 
Con. To a deſerving Huſband, I confeſs it is. 
I. Brute. But can his Faults releaſe my Daty ? 
Gon. In Equity, without doubt. And where Laws diſ- 
penſe with Equity, Equity ſhould diſpenſe with L. aws. 
L. Brute. Pray let's leave this Diſpute; for you Men 
have as much Witchcraft in your Arguments, as Women 
have in their Eyes. ee Ot, outrage - FE 
Con. But whilſt you attack me with your Charms, tis 
but-reaſonable J aſſault you with mine. 3 
I. Brute. The Cale is not the ſame. What Miſchief 
we do, we can't help, and therefore are to d | 


Con. Beauty ſoon obtains Pardon, for the Pain that it 


gives, when it applies the Balm of Compaſſion to th: 
Wound : But a fine Face, and a hard Heart, are almoſt as 
bad as an ugly Face and a ſoft one; both very trouble · 


* 


ſome to many a poor Gentleman. 


L. Brute. Ves, and to many a poor Gentle women too, - 


I can aſſure you. But pray, which of em is it that moſt 
àtflicts you? 78 


„„ r 
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Con. Your Glaſs and Conſcience will inform you, Ma- 
dam. But for Heaven's ſake (for now I muſt be ſerious) 
if Pity, or if Gratitude can move you; ¶ Taling her 
Hand.] If Conſtancy and Truth have power to tempt you: 
If Love, if Adoration can affect you, give me at leaſt ſome 
Hopes, that time may do, what you perhaps mean'never 
to perform; "twill eafe my Sutferings tho* not quench my 
mane ©: > | , | 

L. Brute. Your Sufferings eas'd, your Flame wou'd 
ſoon abate : And that I wou'd preſerve, not quench it, Sir. 

Con, Wou'd you preſerve it, nouriſh it with Favours; 
for that's the Food it naturally requires. 

L. Brute. Vet on that natural Food, twould ſurfeit 
ſoon, ſhou'd I reſolve to grant all you wou'd aſk. 

Con. And in refuſing all, vou ſtarve it. Forgive me 
therefore, ſince my Hunger rages, if I at laſt grow wild, 
and in my frenzy force at leaſt this from you. ¶ Kifing ber 
Hand.] Or if you'd have my Flame ſoar higher ſtill, then 
grant me this, and this, and Thouſands more; | Kiſing 


in ber Hand, then her Neck. [a/ide.] For now's the time 


ſhe melts into Compaſſion, 5 . | 
L. Brute. [afide.] Poor Coward Virtue, how it ſhuns 
the Battle. O Heavens ! let me go. „ x OS 
Con. Ay, go, ay: Where ſhall we go, my charming 
Angel——into this private Arbour ——Nay, let's loſe no 
time Moments are precious. 5 ag 


L. Brute. And Lovers wild. 
leaſt for this time. 


Pray let us ſtop here ; at 
Con. Tis impoſſible ; he that has Power over you, can 


have none over himſelf. [As he is forcing her into the Ar- 


bour, Lady Fanciful and Madamoiſelle bolt out upon them, 
ard run over the Stage.) © 1 F 

L. Brute. Ah! I'm loft. | 

L. Fan. Fe, fe, ſe, fe, fe. 

Mad. Fe, fe, fe, fe, fe. 

Con, Death and Furies, who are theſe ? | 

L. Brute, O Heavens! I'm out of my Wits; if they 
knew me, I am ruin'd. „ | 

Con. Don't be frighined: Ten thouſand to one they are 
Strangers to you. IE "2 

L. Brute, Whatever they are, I won't ſtay here a Mo- 
ment longer. 575 | 


% 


con. Whither will you go? 
L. Brute. Home, as if the Devil were in me. Lord, 
wicre's this Belinda now? | 


Enter 
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Euter Belinda and Hearifree. 


O! "tis well you are come: I'm fo frightned, my Hair 
ſtands an End. Let's be gone, for Fen, s ſake, _ 


Bel. Lord, what's the matter? 2H 
L. Brute. The Devil's the Matter ; we are diſcovered, 
Here's a couple of Women have done the moſt i inen 
nent wing. Away, away, . r awa 

| [Exit m 


1 ö 4 


: Re-enter Lay Fanciful a and Madamoilille 
1 . well, Madamoiſelle, "tis a prodigious thing 


how Women can ſuffer filthy Fellows to grow ſo Familia 


with em. 

Madam. Ah Madame, il n'y a rien de fi Naturel. 

L. Fan. Fe, fe, fe, But 2287 Heaat !. O Jealouſy! 0 
Torture! I'm upon the rack. What ſhall I do? My 
Lover's loſt, Ine ber ſhall ſee him mine. [ Pauſing.—— 


But I may be reveng'd 3. and that's the ſame thing. Ah 


Feet Revenge! Thou welcome Thought, thou ealing 


Balſam to my wounded Soul. Be but propitious on thiz 


one Occaſion, TIl place my Heaven in thee, for _ my 
Life to come. 180 
To Woman how indulgent Nature's kind? 
No Blaſt of Fortune long diſturbs her Min- 
Compliance to her Fate ſupports | her ſtill ; |, 
IM Love won't make her arg Neher wall. Exeunt, 


ALE V. 8 C E N E, Lady Fanciful's Houſe. 
Enter Ne Fanciful and Madamoiſelle, = 


Ls Fan. ELL . did you _ te 
filthy Things? 

Madam. O que ouy, Madame. 

L. Fan. And where are they? | 

Madam. Au Logis. 

L. Fan. What, Men and all? 

Madam. Tous enſemble. 

L. Fan. O Confidence! What, , their Fellows to 


their own Houle ? 


Madam. Rf que le Mari ut. . 1 
Hy L. E. 


- 
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L. Fan. No, ſo I believe, truly. But he ſhall be thank: 
and quickly too, if I can find him out. Well, tis a pro- 
digious thing, to ſee when Men and Women get together, 
how they fortify one another in their Impudence. But if that 
drunken Fool, her Husband, be to be found in eer a Ta- 
vern in Town, I'll ſend him e em: En. * tlieir 
g. En werite, Madame ce c e ſeroit ive, DR (| Rs 
L. Fan. Tis in vain to oppole it Madamoiſelle; Sha 
fore never go about it, For I am the ſteddieſt Creature in 
the World when I have determin d to do Miſchief. 
So, come along. ; 4 Exeunt. 


S c E N E, Sir John Brute's Houſe. 


Enter CO Heartfree, 1 Brute, Belinda a. 
; ; | Loveyell. 


L. Brute. B U T ere ire you don't miſtake, Lowe- 
we | 
Low. Madam, I ſaw em all go into the Tavern to- 


gether, and my Maſter was ſo drunk he cou d ſcarce ſtand. 


L. Brute. hen, Gentlemen, I believe we may venture 
to let you "tay; and play at Cards with us, an Hour or 
two: For they'll ſcarce part till Morning. | ewe 

Bel. Tüte tis pity ty they ſhould ever pare. N 
Con. The Company that's here, Madam. 

L. Brute. Then, Sir, the r that's here, muſt 
remember to part itfelf in time. 

Con. Madam, we don't intend to forfeit your future 
Favours, by an indiſereet Uſage of en The Moment 
you give us the: paß *. r fail ene our Re- 
mean 8 

Ly 4 Brute. Vpon t thoſe Conditions then) ler us . down 
to Cards. 22 


ener 


8 " phe Lotewell, * 


Low. O Ed: Madam, here's my Maſter juſt ſtaggering 
in upon you; he has been quarrelſome vonder, and they 
have kick d him out of the Compa dy 

L. Brute. Into the Cloſet, 8 e Heaven? 8 
ke ; I'll wheedle him to Bed, if 5 E and 
Heart. run into the Chſet.] 1 | 


You :Þ. H kpter 


747 gave me two Kifſes—T'l! 
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| Enter Sir John, 5 all dirt and Hoody. 


"Ls Brute. A et he s all over Blood. 

Sir J. What the plague does the Woman ——ſqual 
for? Did you never ſee a Man in Pickle before ? 

> Brute. Lord, where have you been ? 


Sir J. I have been at Cuffs & 
* Ly Brute. I fear that is not all. 1 hope you are not 


Sir 17 Sound as a "HEY Wife. 

L. Brute. I'm * glad to hear it. 

Sir 7. You know—T think you lye. 

L. Brute. You do me wrong to think ſo. For Heaven 
my Witneſs, I bad rather ſee my own n Blood 8 
than yours. 

Sir 5. Then ll lbe erucify'd. | 

L. Brute. Tis a hard Pate, 1 ſhou'd not be believ'd. 

Sir J. Tis a damn'd atheiſtical Age, Wife. 

L. Brute. I am ſure I have given you a thouſand tender 
Proofs, how great my Care is of you. But, ſpite of all 
your cruel Thou er III ſtill perſiſt, and at this Moment, 
: F I can; perſuade you to lie down, and ſleep a little. 

+ 20" Jo Why—do you think 1 am drunk—you 8 
ou? 
5 L. Brute. Heaven forbid, 1 aud; But I'm afraid) {ym 
are feveriſh.. Pray let me feel your Pulſe, | 
Sir J. Stand off, and be damn d. \ 

L.. Brute. Why, I ſee your Diſtemper in our ver 
Eyes. Lou are all on Fire. Pray, 90 to * i let me 
intreat you. Tg „ 
Sir J. Come, kiſs me, then. 

L. Brute. Thifing bim.] There : Now go. hk 
He ſtinks _ Poiſon. - : E. 1 1 80 . 
Sir J ſee it goes amna inſt your tomac * 
And Henctbre.-K it me again. Y * y 

L.Brute. Nay, now you fool me. 

Sir J. Do't, I ſay. 

L. Brute. Iaſide 1 Ahl Lord have werey upon me. Well; 
there: now will you go? 

Sir F. Now, Wife, 2 ſhall ſee my Gratitude. You 

give you—two bundred. [es 
and tumbles her ] 


L. Brute. O Lord: Pray, Sir Fobn | be quiet. Hennen 
what a Pickle am I in 4 n 
Þ of | * - 7 a th 
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Bel. Laſide.] If I were in her Pickle, I'd call my Gal- 
ant out of the cloſer, and he ſhou'd cudgel him ſoundly. 
Sir J. So, now you being as dirty and as. naſty as my- 
ſelf, we may go pig = rages But firſt I muſt have a Cup 
of your cold Tea, Wife. [Going tothe Cloſet.) ] | 

L. Brute. O I'm ruin'd ! There's none there, my Dear. 

Sir J. I'll warrant you, I'II nd ſome, my Dear. 

L. Brute. You can't open the Door, the Lock's fpoil'd, 
[ have been turning and turning the Key this half Hour to 
no Purpoſe. T'll ſend for the Smith to-morrow, _ 

Sir F. There's ne'er'a Smith in Europe can open a Door 
with more Expedition than I can do—As for Example, — 
Pou. [He burfls open the Door with bis Foot. Ho 
now! What the Devil have we got here ?——Conflant—— 
Heartfree———— And two Whores again, T'gad——This 


is the worſt cold Tea that ever I met with in my 
Life— | | 3 | 


all 


ot 


Enter Conſtant and Heartfree, 


3 IL. Brute. Iaſide] O Lord, what will become of us? 
nt, Sir 7. Gentlemen- I am your, very humble Ser- 

yant I give you many Thanks l ſee you take 
ut, WI Care of my Family— ſhall do all I can to return the 
| Obligation, | ed git at | ; 


Con. Sir, how oddly ſoever this Buſineſs may appear to 
you, you'd have no cauſe to be uneaſy, if you knew the 
Truth of all things; your Lady is the moſt virtuous Wo- 
ery man in the World, and nothing has paſt, but an innocent 
ne eee oct tin ws, 1-7. 

Hea. Nothing elfe, upon my Honour, Sir. 
Sir F. You are both very civil Gentlemen And 
E.] my Wife, there, is a very civil Gentlewoman; therefore 
| don't doubt but many civil things have paſt between you. 
Four very humble Servant, rt. 

L. Brute. [afide ta Conſt.] Pray be gone: He's ſo drunk 
he can't hurt us to-night, and to-morrow . Morning you 
ſhall hear from us. „ 

Con, I'll obey you, Madam. Sir, when you are cool, 
you'll underſtayd Reaſon better. So then I ſhall take the 
pains to inform you. If not I wear a Sword, Sir, 
and ſo good by t'ye. Come along, 'Heartfrce. * [Excunt. 

Sir J. Wear a Sword, Sir — And what of all that, 
Sir? He comes to my Houſe; eats my Meat; lies with 
ny Wife; diſhonours my Family; gets a Baſtard to inhe- 
it my Eſtate=——— And when I aſk a civil Account of all 
* : BN [ISO DJ Og Sets ei TO UB 1 this 
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this Sir, ſays he, I wear a Sword 
Sir? Yes, Sir, ſays he, I wear a Sword 


to à Man in my whimſical Circumſtance 


Truth, (that I may 


your Ladyſhip's Splendour. 


989 


Wear a Sword, 


a good Anſwer at Croſs-purpoſes ; but tis a damn'd on, 
Sir, ſays h 
I wear a Sword ! [To Lady Brute.] And what do £686 fot, 


| now? ha! tell me. [Sitting down in à great Chair. 


What you are modeſt, and.can't——Why then I'll tell you, 
vou Slut, you. You wear— an impudent lewd Face 
A damn'd, deſigning Heart And a Tail 


and a Tail full of — [He falls faſt aßcep ſnoring. 
I. Brute. So; thanks to kind e wy faſt ©. 


ſome Hours. 


Bel. Tis well he is fo, that we may have time to I 
our Story handſomely ; for we muſt lye like the Devil, to 


bring ourſelves off. | 
L. Brute. What ſhall we ſay, Belinda? 


Bel. [mufing.] I'Il tell you: It muſt all light up- 
on Heartfree and me. We'll ſay he has courted me ſome 
time, but for Reaſons unknown to us, has ever been very 
earneſt the thing might be kept from Sir John. That there. 

fore hearing him upon the Stairs, he run into the Cloſet, 


tho' againſt our Will, and Conſtant with him, to prevent 


Jealouſy.' And to re this a good impudent Face of 
eliver you from the trouble you are 

in) Tlle*en, if he pleaſes, marry him. 

L. Brute. I'm beholden to you, Couſin; but that would 

be carrying the Jeſt a little too far for your own ſake: You 

know he's a younger Brother, and has nothing. 


Biel. Tis true: But I like him, and have Fortune 


enough to keep above Extremity : I can't ſay, I wou'd 
live with him in a Cell, upon Love and Bread and Butter 
But I had rather have the Man I love, and a middle State 
of Life, than that Gentleman in the Chalr there, and twice 


L. Brute. In truth, Niece, you are in the rigl.t on't; 
for I am very uneaſy with my Ambition. But perhaps 
had I married as you'll do, I might have been as ill us d. 

Bel. Some Riſk, I do confeſs, there always is: But If a Man 
has the leaſt Spark, either of Honour or Good- nature, he can 
never uſe a Woman ill, that loves him, and makes his For- 


dune both. Vet I muſt own to you, ſome little ſtruggling 
ſtill have, with this teaſing Ambition of ours. For Pride, 


you know, is as natural to a Woman, as tis to à Saint. 
I can't help being fond of this Rogue; and yet it goes to 
my Heart, to think I muſt never whiſk to Hide-Park, with 
above a Pair of Horſes ; have no Coronet upon my Coach, 

| vor 


— 


It may he | 


\ 
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nor a Page to carry up my Train. But above all 


rd, X that | 
de Buſineſs of Place—Well ; taking place is a noble Preroga- 
ere. | 15 
be, Ie; Brute. Eſpecially after a Quarrel. 5 
ear Bel. Or of a Rival. But pray ſay no more on't, for fear 


I change my Mind ; for * Conſcience, were't not for 


your Affair in the Balance, I ſhou'd go near to pick up 
ace ſme odious Man of Quality yet, and only take poor i 


Heartfree for a Gallant. | | | 
L. Brute. Then him you muſt have, however things go? 
Bel. Yes. pert . 
L. Brute. Why, we may pretend what we will: but tis a 

hard matter to live without the Man we love. itn 

Bel. Eipecially when we are married to the Man we 
hate, Pray tell me: Do the Men of the Town ever be- 
lieve us virtuous, when they ſee us do ſo ? 

L. Brute. O, no: Nor indeed hardly, let us do what 
we will, The moſt of them think, there is no ſuch thing 
as Virtue, conſider'd in the ſtrifteſt Notions of it: And 
therefore when you hear em ſay, ſuch a one is a Woman of 


et, WI Reputation, they only mean ſhe's a Woman of Diſcretion. 

ent For they conſider we have no moreReligion than they have, 
of Wl nor ſo much Morality ; and between you and me, Belinda, 
ae I'm afraid the want of Inchnation ſeldom protects any of 


us 


Bel. But what think you of the Fear of being found 
L. Brute. J think that never kept any Wonimn virtu- 
ous long. We are not ſuch Cowards neither. No: Let 
us once paſs Fifteen, and we have too good an Opinion of 
our own Cunning, to believe the World can penetrate into 
7 what we wou'd keep a Secret. And ſo, in ſhort, we can- 
ce WF not reaſonably blame the Men for judging of us by them- 


ſelves. TELE: | 35 3 
t; Bel. But ſure we are not ſo wicked as they are, after all? 
ps L. Brute. We are as wicked, Child, but our Vice lies 

another way : Men have more Courage than we,. ſo ' they 
ny commit more bold. impudent Sins. They quarrel, fight, 
n ſwear, drink, blaſpheme, and the like: Whereas we, be- 
$ ing Cowards,. only backbite, tell Lies, cheat at Cards, 
1 and ſo fort. But tis late: Let's end our Diſcourſe. for 
7 to-night, and out. of an exceſs of Charity, take a ſmall 
| Care of that naſty, drunken Thing there Do but look 
0 at him, Belinda. (£44 Shy 54 * 
j Bel. Ah tis a ſavoury Diſh. FM 
| H 3 L. Brute, 


— 
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L. Brute. As favevry as tis, I'm cloy'd with't, Pr'ythee 
call the Butler to take away. „ 
Bel. Call the Butler? Call the Scavenger! [ To a Ser. 
vant within.) Who's there: Call Raſor ! Let him take 
away his Maſter, ſcour him clean with a little Soap and 
Sand, and fo put him to Bed. 


L. Brute. Come, Belinda, I'll e'en lie with you to-night; 


ard in the Morning we'll ſend for our Gentlemen to ſet 


this Matter even. | 

Bel. With all my Heart. 

L. Brute. Good Night, my Dear, [Making a low 
Courteſy tq Sir John.] 5 

Both. Ha, ha, ha. | [Exeunt, 


„ Euter Raſor [0 
Raſor. My Lady there's a Wag—My Maſter there's a 


Cuckold. Marriage is a ſlippery thing Women have de- 
raved Appetites 


my little French-avoman loves News dearly. This Story'll 
gain her Heart, or nothing will. [To bi Mafler.) Come, 
Sir, your Head's too full of Fumes at prognt, to make 

room for your Jealouſy; but I reckon we ſhall have rare 
work with you, when your Pate's empty. Come to your 
Kennel, you cuckoldy, drunken Sot, you. {Carries bin 
out upon bis Back.] | i 


„ K N E, Lady Fanciful's Houſe. | ” 
curls 1 Enter Lady Fanciful and Madamoiſelle. 


L. fan. P UT, why did not you tell me before, Mada- 
+ tax moiſelle, that Rafor and you were fond ? 

Mad. De Modeſty hinder me, Matam. | 

L. Fan. Why truly, Modeſty does often hinder us from 
doing things we have an extravagant mind to. But does 
he love you well enough yet, to do any thing you bid him ? 
Do you think, to oblige you, he wou'd ſpeak Scandal? 

Mad. Matam, to oblige your Ladyſhip, he ſhall ſpeak 
Blaſphemy. ET ID . 


L. Fan. Why then, Madamoiſelle, I'll tell you what 


you ſhall do, You ſhall engage him to tell his Maſter, 
all that paſt at Spring-Garden : I have a mind he ſhou'd 
know what a Wife and a Niece he has got. | 


Madam. 11 le fera, Madame. 
| Enter 


LY 


My Lady's a Wag; I have heard all; 
have ſeen all; I underſtand all; and I'll tell all; for 


8 wy 


— 
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Euter a Footman,- who ſpeaks to Madamoiſelle apart. 

Foot. Madamoiſelle, yonder's Mr. Rafor deſires to ſpeak 
with you... „% 0 og PEVRE TEE 2 | 

Madre. Tell him, I come preſently. [Exit Footman.] 
Rafor be dare Matam. e et WO Fong 0K. 

L. Fan. That's fortunate ; Well, I'll leave you toge- 
ther. And if you find him ſtubborn, Madamoiſelle— hark 
you—don't re uſe him a few little reaſonable Liberties, to 
put him into Humour. 1 5 

Madam. Laiſez moy faire. [Exit Lady Fancifu!. 

[Raſor peeps in; and ſeeing Lady Fanciful gone, runs 10 

Madamoiſelle, takes ber about the Neck, and kiſſes her.) 

Madam. How now, Confidence! ! 

Raſor. How now, Modeſty !-_ | 

Madam. Who make you ſo familiar, Sirrah ? 

Raſor. My Impudence, Huſſy. 

Madam. Stand off, Rogue-Face, | 

Rafor. Ah—Madamoiſelle—great News at our Ho iſe, 

Madam. Why vat be de matter? | 

Raſor. The matter ?—why, Uptails, All's the Matter. 

Madam. Tu te mocque de moy., _ 

Raſor. Now do you long to know the Particulars : The 
Time when: The Place where; The Manner how. 
But I won't tell you a Word more. INST 

Madam. Nay, den dou kill me, Raſor. 

Raſor. Come, kiſs me, then. [Clapping his Hands Be- 
bind bim.] | | : „ 
Madam. Nay, pridee tell me. | 

Raſor. Good by t'ye, [ Gæing. ] Soak 

Madam. Hold, hold: I will kiſs dee. [ Kifing him.] - 

Raſor. So, that's civil: Why now, my pretty Foll; 
my Goldfinch; my little Waterwagtail——you muſt 
know, that Come, kiſs me again. e 

Madam. I won't kiſs de no more. 

Raſor. Good by t'ye. [Goimmg.]J | 
Madam. Doucement ; Dere : es tu content? | Kiſſing him.] 
Raſor. So: Now T'Il. tell thee all. Why the News is, 

That Cuckoldom in Folio is newly printed; and Matrimony 
in Quarto, is juſt going into the Preſs. Will you buy any 

Books, Madamoiſelle ? : = N 

Madam. Tu parle comme un Librair ; de Devil no un- 
derſtand dee. ; | | 
Raſor. Why then, that I may make myſelf intelligible 
to a Waiting-woman, I'll ſpeak like a Valet de Chambre. 
My Lady has cuckolded my Maſter. N 
Madam. Bon. Ha Raſor. 
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Rafor.. Which we take very ill from her Hands, can 
e prove " Matter, of: Mac * Upon 
er. 


Madam: Nimporte. 


Raſor. But we can prove, that Matter of F aft | ha a | 


to have been upon her. 
Madam. Owy- da. 


Raſor. For we bave fach viobdy Circumſtances.” 1 0 
Madam. * 1 doute. 


Raſor. That any Man of Parts may draw nes ca. 


cluſions from em. 

Madam. Fort bien. 

Raſor. We found a couple of tight well. built Gentle 

men, ſtuffed into her Ladyſhip's Cloſet. 
Madam. Le Diable. | | 
Refer. And I, in my particular Perſon, bart diſcover, 

a. moſt damnable Plot, how to perſuade 'my poor Maſter, 

that all this Hide and Seek, this Wl of the. bes „ has no 


other meaning than a Chriſtian Mtringe for tweet Mrs. 


Belinda. 

Madam. Une. Marriage — les Droleſs, 

Rafor. Don't you interrupt me, Huſſy; "tis ove 1 
 fay. And my innocent Lady, to wriggle. herſelf out at the 
Back- door of the Buſineſs, turns 
| Niece, and reſolves to deliver up her fair Body, to be tum- 


bled and mumbled, by that young liquoriſh hen 


Heartft ee. Bow are you ſatisfy d? | 
Madam. eas 
Raſor. Right Woman; always gaping PM more. 2 
Madam. Bis be all den, dat you know ? 8925 
Raſor. All? Ay, and a great deal too, I think. 
Madam. Dou be Fool, dou know noting. Blute 


mom pauvre Raſor. Dou ſees des two oO” NATED 3 


Eyes have fee de Devil. 
Raſor. The Woman's mad. 


dy Lady. | 
Raſor. Bon. | gay 
u tell de no more. 5 | 
Kaſor. Na W my Swan. 
Madam. Come kiſs me den. T Citing her Hands be 
bind ber as he did before.] 1880 5 
Raſor. I won't kiſs you, not pon hays 
Madam. Adieu. Going. ] 
83 Hold Now 484 [Gives her a hear 


Kiſs. 
co | N Madan 


arriage B Ad to her 


Madam. In TER” Garden, dat 8832 C onftant » meet 


— — — > — md 


— dy — — 9 


+ dah + IR 
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Madam. A ca ——I hide myſelf in one cunning 
Place, where I hear all, and ſee all. Firſt dy drunken 
Maſter come mal. & propos; but de Sot no know his own 
dear Wife,. ſo he leave her to her Sport Den de Game 
begin. De Lover fay ſoft ting: De Lady look upon de 
Ground. [ As foe ſpeaks, Raſor fill acts the Man, and ſhe 
tbe W03nan. ] He take her by de Hand: She turn her Head 
an oder Way. Den he ſqueeze very hard : Den ſhe pull - 
very ſoftly. Den he take her in his Arm: Den ſhe give 
him leetel pat. Den he kiſs her Tettons. Den ſhe ſay — 
Piſh, nay wh Den he tremble : Den ſhe ſigh. Den 
he pull her into de Arbour : Den ſhe pinch him. ; 
Raſor. Ay, but not ſo hard, you Baggage, you. | 
Madam. Den he grow bold: She grow weak, he tro 
her down, il tombe deſſu, le Diable aſſiſt, i emport tout; 
[Ralor flruggles with her, as if he would throw her down.) 
ſand off, Sirrah. 
Raſor. You have ſet me a- fire, you Jade you. 
Madam. Den go to the River and quench dy ſelf. 
Raſor. What an unnatural Harlot this | 
Madam. Raſor. ¶ Looking languiſhingly on him.) 
Raſor. Madamoiſelle. | i | 
Madam. Dou no love me? | | ö 
Raſor. Not love thee ?: More than a Frenchman does 
bud 9 5 . 
Madath, Den dou will refuſe nothing dat I bid dee? 
Raſor. Don't bid me be damn'd then. | 
; Madam. No, only tell dy maſter, all I have tell dee of 
y Laty. : e | EE 
| Rar. Why, you little malicious Strumpet, you; 
ſhou'd you like to be ſerv'd fo ? CART ae 
Madam. Dou diſpute den Adieu. 5 
Raſor. Hold But why wilt thou make me be ſuch a 
Rogue, my Dear? 2 . . 
Madam. Poila un vrai Anglois ! il eft amoureux et cepen- 
dant il veut raiſonner. Vat'en au Diable. 
Raſor. Hold once more: In hopes thou'lt give me up 
thy Body, I reſign thee up my Soul. . 
Madam. Bon, ecoute donc; If dou fail me I ne- 
ver ſee de more if dou obey me Je mn abandonne a 
toy, [She takes him about the Neck, and gives him a 
ſmacking Kiſs.]J + [ls Exit Madamoiſelle. 
Raſor. [licking his Lips.) Not be a Rogue :. Ah, 
vincit Omnia. i 80 2 ' [Exit Raſor. 


H 5 ä Enter 


will make me run diſtracted. Therefore run and call 
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Enter Lady Fanciful and Madamoiſelle. - 

L. Fan. Marry, ſay ye? Will the two Things marry 
Madam. Oz "va Faire, M. . of 
I. Fan. Look you, Madamoiſelle, in ſhort, I can't 

bear it No; I find I can't If once I ſee em a- bed 
/ together, I ſhall have ten thouſand Thoughts in my Head 


Raſor back immediately; for ſomething muſt be done to 
ſtop this impertinent Wedding. If I can but defer it four 
and twenty Hours, I'll make ſuch Work about Town, 
with that little, pert Slut's Reputation, he ſhall as ſoon 


marry a Witch. 


Madam. [afide.] La Voila bien intentionfe. Exeunt. 


S CE NE, Conſtant's Lodgings. 
Enter Conſtant and Heartfree. 


Con. B U T what do'ſt think will become of this Bu. 
ſineſs ? h | 1 3 
Hea. Tis eaſier to think what will not come on't. 
Con. What's that? FF 
Hea. A Challenge, I know the e pu too well for 
that; his dear Body will always prevail upon his noble 
Soul to be quiet. 5 1 EE 
- Conſt. But tho* he dare not challenge me, perhaps he 
may venture to challenge his Wife. = 3 
Hea. Not if you whiſper him' in the Ear, you won't 
have him do't, and there's no other way left that 1 ſee. 
For, as drunk as he was, he'll remember you and I were 
| where we ſhow'd not be; and I don't think him quite 
Blockhead enough yet, to be perſuaded we were got into 
his Wife's Cloſet only to peep into her Prayer-Book. | 


Enter a Servant with a Letter. 


Serw. Sir, here's a Letter, a Porter.brought it. 1 
| Conft. O ho, here's Inſtructions for us. [Reads] Th 
Accident that” has happen'd bas touch'd- our | Invention 
to the quick. We wwou'd fain come off, without your 
help ; but find that's impoſſible. In a Word, the awholt 
Bufinsfs muft be thrown upon a Matrimonial Intrigue, 
Getaveen your Friend and mine. But if ' the Parties art 
not fond enough, to go quite through with the matier; 
"is Fufficient for our Turn, they own the Deſign. Well 
find Fretences enough to break the Match. Adieu e 

| . | ; 6 oman 
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Woman for Invention ! how long wou'd my Block Head 
have been producing this !- Hey, Heartfree : 
What, muſing, Man? Pr'ythee be chearful. What ſay ſt 
thou, Friend, to this matrimonial Remedy? © 

Hea. Why, I ſay, it's worſe than the Diſeaſe. - 
Conſt. Here's a Fellow for you : There's Beauty and 
Money on her Side, and Love up to the Ears on his: and 


ef — \ | n 
: Hea. And yet, I think, I may reaſonably be 'allow'd to 
boggle at marrying the Niece, in the very moment that 
you are debauching the Aunt. Te | 

Conſt. Why, truly, there may be ſomething. in that. 


But have not you a good Opinion enough of your own 


Parts, to believe you cou'd keep a Wife to yourſelf ? 


 Hea. I ſhou'd have, if I had a good Opinion enongh 


of hers, to believe ſhe cou'd do as much by me. For to 
do em right, after all, the Wife ſeldom rambles, till the 
Huſband ſhews her the way. 1 | 

Conft, *T'is true, a Man of real Worth, ſcarce ever is a 


Cuckold, but by his own Fault. Women are not natu- 


rally lewd ; there muſt be ſomething to urge em to it. 


'They'll cuckold a Churl, out of Revenge; a Fool, be- 


cauſe they deſpiſe him; a Beaſt, becauſe they loath him. 
But when they make bold with a Man they once had a 
well-grounded Value for, tis becauſe they firit ſee them- 
ſelves neglected by him. | l 

Hea. Nay, were I well aſſur'd that I ſhou'd never grow 
Sir Fohn, I ne'er ſhou'd fear Belinda wou'd play my 
Lady. But our Weakneſs, thou know'ſt, my Friend, 
conſiſts in that very Change, we ſo impudently throw up- 
on (indeed) a ſteadier and more generous Sex. 

Conſt. Why, Faith, we are a little impudent in that 


matter, that's the truth on't. But this is wonderful, to 


ſee you grown ſo warm an Advocate for thoſe whom (but 
t'other Day) you took ſo much Pains to abuſe. | 
Hea. All Revolutions run into Extremes; the Bigot 
makes the boldeſt Atheiſt ; and the coyeſt Saint, the moſt 
extravagant 8Strumpet. But, pr'ythee, adviſe me in this 
Good and. Evil, this Life and Death, this Bleſſing and 


CLurſing, that's ſet before me. Shall I marry or die a 


Maid ? ne 75 eie 
Conti. Why faith, Heartfree, Matrimony is like an 
Army going to engage. Love's the Forlorn Hope, which 
is ſoon cut off the Marriage-Knot is the main Body, 
which may ſtand buff a long long time; and Repentance 


* 


180 T;HE' PROVOK” D WIFE. 


is the Rere-Guard, which rarely gives ground, as Jong: a 
the main Bod y has a Being. 

Hea. Conc hon then; you e me to whore on as 
you do. 

Conft. That' s not concluded yet. For tho Marr ;age be 
a Lottery, in which there are a wond'rous many Blanks ; 


yet there is one ineſtimable Lot, in which the only Hea. © 


ven on Earth is written. Wou'd your kind, Fate but 


guide your Hand to that, tho' I were wrapt in all that Lux. 


ury itlelf could clothe me with, 1 ſtill ſhou'd envy you. 

Hea. And juſtly too; for to be capable of loving one, 
doubtleſs, 1s better than to polleſs a thouſand. But how 
ary that Capacity's in me, alas, I know not. 

Conſt. But you wou a know. 

Head. I wou' d fo. 

Conſt. Matrimony will inform you. Come, one Flight 
of Refolution carries you to the Land of Experience; where, 
in a vety moderate time, you'll know the. Capacity of 


your Sou! and your Body both, or I'm miſtaken, 
EN E, Sir John Brute's Houſe.” 
Enter Lady Brute and Belinda. 22 | F . 

Bel. E L Is: Madam, what Anſwer have you from 


*em ? 


L. Brute. That they'll be here this Moment. 1 fancy 


'twill end in a Wedding : I'm fure he's a Fool if it don't. 

Ten thouſand Pounds, and ſuch a Laſs as you are, is no 

contemptible Offer to a younger Brother. But are not you 

under range e ? Daiythee, how does your Pulſe 

Bel. High and low, 1 ay much 24% to be valiant: 

* fore it muſt feel very ſtrange! to go to Bed to a Man? 

d L. Brute. Um it does feel a little odd at * but! it 
will ſoon grow eaſy to you, 


Enter Conſtant and Heartfres. 


1 Brute. —— tug Gentlemen;! ; ok 2 you 
1 after your Adventure? 

Heart. Some careful IT boughts, Ladies, on your ac. 
counts, have kept us waking. 

Bel. And ſome careful Thoughts on your own, 1 be- 
lieve, have hindered you from ſleeping. Pray how does 
this matrimonial Project reliſh with you? 3 


¶Eæeunt. 
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Heart. Why, faith, -e'en as ſtorming Towns does with 
Soldiers, where the Hopes of delicious Plunder baniſhes 
the Fear of being knock'd on the Head. 
hel. Is it then poſſible, after all, that you dare think 
of downright lawful Wedlock ? | 
Hea. Madam, you have made me ſo fool-hardy, I dare 
do any thingg * e id $3017 1 95 
Bel. Then, Sir, I challenge you; and Matrimony's the 
Spot where 1 expect you. 1: pro. tee tro bes ts tot 
Hea. Tis enough; l'll not fail. [afide.] So, now, 
Iam in for Hobbes's Voyage; a great Leap in the Dark. 
L. Brute, Well, Gentlemen, this Matter being con- 
cluded then, have you got your Leſſons ready; for Sir 
Jobn is growing ſuch an Atheiſt of late, he'll believe no- 
thing upon eaſy Terms? „„ 5 
Con. We'll find ways to extend his Faith, Madam 
But pray how do you find him this Morning? ö 
L. Brute. Moſt lamentably moroſe, chewing the Cud 
after laſt Night's Diſcovery, of which however he had 
but a confus d Notion e'en now. But I'm afraid the Va- 
let de Chambre has told him all; for they are very buſy to- 
gether at this Moment. When I told him of Belinda's 
Marriage, I had no other Anſwer but a Grunt: From 
which, you may draw what Concluſions you think fit. 
But to your Notes, Gentlemen, he's here. 1 


Enter Sir John and Raſor. 
Con. Good - morrow, Sir. | 5 
Heart. Good-morrow, Sir Jahn, Im very ſorry my 
en ſhou'd:; cauſe ſo much Diſorder in your Fa- 
„ ibn be Sar want” ins + i 
Sir J. Diſorders generally come from Indiſcretion, Sir; 
tis no ſtrange thing at all. 55 Ot 
L. Brute. I hope, my Dear, you are ſatisfied there was 
no wrong intended. ; | of 52 
Sir J. None, my Dove. 3 4475 
Bel. If not, I hope my Conſent to marry Mr. Heart- 
free will, convince, you. For as little as I Kn] of Amours, 
dir, I can aſſure you, one Intrigue is enough to bring. four 


oy 7 1 @ © 3 1 


People together, without further Miſchief. - + 
Sir F. And L,know too, that Intrigues tend to Procrea- 
yon of more kinds than one. One Intrigue will beget 
another, as ſoon as beget a Son or a Daughter. 7 
Con. I am very forry, Sir, to fee you ſtill ſeem unſatis- 

8 | fy'd 
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fy'd with a Lady, whoſe more than common Virtue, I 

am ſure were ſhe my Wife, ſhou'd meet a better Uſage. 
Sir J. Sir, if her Conduct has put a Trick upon her 


Virtue, her Virtue's the Bubble, but her Huſbaud's the 


Loſer, | 

Con. Sir, you have receiv'd a ſufficient Anſwer already, 
to juſtify both her Conduct and mine. You'll pardon 
me for meddling in your Family-affairs : but I perceive I 
am the Man you are jealous of, and therefore it concerns 
me. . 
Sir J. Wou'd it did not concern me, and then I ſhou'd 
not care who it concern'd. 5 

Con. Well, Sir, if Truth and Reaſon won't content 
you, I know but one way more, which, if you think fit, 


yeu may take. 


Sir J. Lord, Sir, you are very haſty : If T had been 
found at Prayers in your Wife's Cloſet, I ſhou'd have al- 
low'd you twice as much time to come to yourſelf in. 
Con. Nay, Sir, if Time be all you want, we have no 
uarrel, | | 9 
ea. I told you how the Sword wou'd work upon 
him. Sir John muſes. © z be 18 
Con. Let him muſe; however, I'II lay fifty Pound our 
Foreman brings us in, Not Guilty. | 6 
Sir F. [a/ide.]* Tis well tis very well In ſpite 
of that young Jade's matrimonial Intrigue, T am a down- 
right ſtinking Cuckold Here they are BO 
[ Putting bis Hand to bis Forehead) Methinks, I could butt 
with a Bull. What the Plague did I marry her for? I 
knew the did not like me; if ſhe had, ſhe wou'd have lain 
with me; for I wou'd have done fo, becauſe I lik'd her; 
but that's paſt, and I have her. And now, what ſhall 
dowith her: if I put my Horns into my Pocket, ſhe'll 
grow inſelent if I don't, that Goat there, that Stalli- 
on, is ready to whip me thro*' the Guts—— The debate 
then is reduced to this; ſhall I die a Hero, or live a Raſ- 
cal ?—Why, wiſer men than I have long fince concluded, 
that a living Dog is better than a dead Lion To Conſt. 
and Heart.] Gentlemen, now my Wine and my Paſſion 
are governable, 1 muſt own, I Have never obſery'd any 
thing in my Wife's courſe of Life, to back me in my Je- 
loſy of her: But Jealouſy's a Mark of Love; ſo ſhe need 
not trouble her Head about it, as Jong ag I make no more 


1 
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Lady Fanciful enters diſguid and addreſſes to Belinda apart. 


Con. Tm glad to ſee your Reaſon, rule at laſt. Give 
me your Hand: I hope-you'll look upon me as you are 
wont. | | 
Sir F. Your humble Servant. [a/ide.] A wheedling 
Son of a Whore. | 15 

Hea. And that I may be ſure you are Friends with me 
too, pray give me your Conſent to wed your Niece. 

Sir J. Sir, you have it with all my Heart: Damn me 
if you han' t. [afide.) "Tis time to get rid of her: A 
young, pert Pimp; ſhe'll make an incomparable Bawd in 
alittle time. | | | 


Enter a Servant, who gives Heartfree a Letter, 


Bel. Heartfree your Huſband, ſay you? *tis impoſſible. 
L. Fan. Wou'd to kind Heaven it were! but 'tis too 
true; and in the World there lives not ſuch a Wretch. 
I'm young; and either I have been flatter d by my Friends, 


as well as Glaſs, or Nature has been kind and generous to 


me. I had a Fortune too was greater far than he could 
ever hope for; but with my Heart I am robb'd of all the 
reſt, I am ſlighted and I'm beggar'd both at once; I have 
ſcarce a bare ſubſiſtence from the villain, yet dare complain 
to none; for he has ſworn, if ever tis known I am his 
Wife, he'll murder me. [Weeping.] 
Bel. The Traitor! | 1 

IL. Fan. I accidentally was told he courted you ; Cha- 
rity ſoon prevail'd upon me to prevent your Miſery ; and, 
as you ſee, I'm ſtill ſo generous even to him, as net to 
ſuffer he ſhould do a thing, for which the Law might take 
away his Life. {Weeping.]J | | | 
Bel. Poor Creature! how I pity her! [hey continue 


talking aſide.) 3 


_ Heart, [ aſide.] Death and Damnation !—Let me read 


it again. [Reads.] Tho' I have a particular Reaſon not 
to let you knoww wwho I am till I ſee you; yet you'll eafily 
believe tis a faithful Friend that gives you this Advice. I 
bave lain wwith Belinda (Good 1) -I have a Child by ber 
(Better and better!) which is now at Nurſe ; (Heaven be 
prais'd !) and I think the Foundation laid for another : 
(Ha !——Old Truepenny !) No Rack cou'd bade tor- 
tur d this Story from me; but Friendſhip has done it. 1 

| E | heard 
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heard of your Def on to marry ber, and cou'd not ſee you 

abus d. Hake uſe of ty Advice, but keep my Secret FT 
aſk you for't again, Adieu. Exit Lady Fanciful. 
Con. to Bel.] Come, Madam, ſhall we ſend for the 
Parſon ? I doubt here's no Buſineſs for the Lawyer ; | 

_ Younger Brothers have nothing to ſettle but their Hearts, 


and that I believe my Friend here has already done very 
faithfully.” -- 
Bel. | ſcornfully. 1 Are you ſure, Sir, there are no old 
Mortgages upon it? | 
Heart. Leal 99575 ] If you think there are, 8 it 
mayn't be amiſs to defer the N till you are ſure they 
are paid off. 0 
Bel. f afide.) How the galbd Horſe kicks! [To Heart.) 
We ll defer it as long as you pleaſe, Sir. | 
Heart. The more time we take to conſider on y Ma- 
dam, the leſs apt we ſhall be to commit Overſights ; there- 
fore, if you pleaſe, we will put it off for juſt nine 
Months. 
Bel. Guilty e e make Men Cownrds; I don't 
wonder you want time to reſolve, E 
Heart. And they make Women IRS x 7 don't 
wonder you were ſo quickly determin'd. 
Bel. What does the Fellow mean ? 
Heart. What does the Lady mean? 
Sir J. Zoons what do you both mean? (Heart. and 

Bel. wall chafing about.] 

- - Raſor. [afide.) Here is fo —_ Sport going to be 
ſpoil d it makes me ready to weep again. A Pox © this 
impertinent Lady Fanciſul, and her.Plots, and her French- 
bonn ͤ too; ſhe's a whimſical, ill- natur'd Bitch, and 

when I have got my Bones broke in her Service, tis ten 
to one but my Recompence is a Clap ; I hear them titter- 
ing without ſtill. I- cod, I'll e'en go lug them both in by 
the Ears and diſcover the Plot, to ſecure my Pardon. 

| ee Raſor. 


N 
wo, „ — — 2 HS © hoy 


et 


| am 


Con, Pr ythee explain, Heartfyee.. [i 

Hea. A fair Dunn thank my Stars and ** 
Friend. 

Bel. Tis Well it went no 8 a baſe Fellow! | 

L. Brute, What can be the meaning of all this? 
Bel. What's his Meaning, I dont know; but mine is, 
chat if I had married him L had had no Huſband: 

Hea. And what's her Meaning I don't know; 155 | 
mine is, that if I had married her —1 had had Wie 


enough. 
| N Sir 


899 4 wy wry 


D 


be under {tood ? 


Madamoiſelle 


Rar. If they won't, here comes an integer & 
L. Brute. Heavens ! what have we here ? 
Raſor. A Villain 
which Saints in all Ages have been made of. 
All. Raſor! 
L. Brute. What means this ſudden Metamorphoſe ? 
Raſor. Nothing without my Pardon. 
L. Brute. What Pardon do you want? 
| Rafor. Imprimis. '' Your Ladyſhip's; for a Pere 


Lie made upon your ſpotleſs Virtue, ' and ſet to the Tune 
; of Spring-gardens. Jo. Sir John.] Next, at my generous | 


Maſter's Feet 1 bend, for interrupting his more noble 
Thoughts with Phantoms of diſgraceful Cuckoldom. [To 
Conſt. } Thirdly, I to this Gentleman apply, for making 


him the Hero of my Romance. [Jo Heart.] Fourthly, 
our Pardon, noble Sir, I aſk, for clandeſtinely marrying 
| you, without either bidding of Banns, Biſhop's. Licence, 


Friends Conſent——or your own Knowledge. [To Bel.]* 
And, laſtly, to my good young Lady's Clemency I come, 


ever the Plough had been in the Field. 


ther I am a Cuckold or not. 


Bel. Well, Sir, upon Condition vou ene all, T1l- 


pardon you myſelf, and try to obtain as much from the 


put you upon all this Miſchief? 


Luſt weakened me, —and fo the Devil over-came me z 


as fell Adam, fo fell I. 
ed with your E 9 
All. Madamoiſelle! 


pany. i 


UP. 


THE PROVOR' DWIFE. 185 


Sir F. Your People of Wit have got ſuch cramp * f 
of expreſſing themſelves, they ſeldom comprehend one an- 
other. Pox take you both, will you ſpeak that you may 


Enter Raſor in Sackeloth, pulling in i Lady F anciful and 


but a repenting Villain. Stuff 


for pretending. the Corn was fow'd in the Ground, before 


Sir 7. [ afide. ] So that after all, *tis a moot penn whe- 


reſt of the Company. But I mult know then who 'tis has 


Rafor, Satan, and his s Equipage 3 Woman tempted me, | 


Bel. Then pray, Mr. Aden, will yu mats us acquaint- 
Raſer. [To Madam ] Unmaſk for the Honour of France. 1 
Mad. Me aik ten touſand Pardon of all de good Com- 4 
Sir F, why this Myſtery thickets inſtead "of claus 


— 
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= [To Raſor.] You. Son of a Whore you, put us out 
of our Pain. | 7 
Raſor. One Moment brings Sunſhine. [ Sheaving-Ma- 
dam. ] Tis true, this is the Woman that tempted me, 
but this is the Serpent that tempted the Woman; and if my 
Prayers might be heard, her Puniſhment for ſo doing ſhou'd 


— * the Serpent's of old [ Pulls off Lady Fanciful's 


Life. | | 
All. Lady Fanciful! | 
Bel. Impertinent ! | | | 

L. Brute. Ridiculous! 

All. Ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! So og 

Bel. 1 hope your Ladyſhip will give me leave to wiſh 

ou Joy, ſince you have oon d your Marriage yourſelf —— 

iT, 0 Heart.] I vow twas ſtrangely wicked in you to think of 
another Wife, when you had one already ſo charming as 
her Ladyſhip. LL, 2 | 
Al. Hal ha! ha! ha! ha! 


I. Fan. [Afide.) Confuſion ſeize em, as it ſeizes me! | 


Mad. Que le Diable e toute ce Mauraut de Raſor. 
Bel. Your og ag ſeems diſorder'd: A breeding 
Walm, perhaps, Mr. Heartfree : Your Bottle of Hungary 
Water to your Lady. Why, Madam, he ſtands as un- 
concern'd, as if he were your Huſband in earneſt. 
L. Fan. Your Mirth's as nauſeous as yourſelf. Belinda, 
you think you triumph over a Rival now: Helas ! ma pau- 
ore fille. Where'er I'm Rival, there's no Cauſe, for Mirth, 
No, my -poor Wretch, *tis from another 1 I have 
acted, I knew that thing there wou'd make fo perverſe a 
Huſband, and you fo impertinent a Wife, that left your 


= 
. 
„ 


mutual Plagues ſhould make you both run mad, I chari- 


tably would have broke the Match. He ! he! he! he! he! 
Exit laughing affefedly, Madamoilelle following ber. 
Mad. He! he! he! he! hel . 
- All. Ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! | | 
Sir J. [ Aſde.] Why now, this Woman will be married 
to ſomebody too. | 8 | . 
Bel. Poor Creature! what a Paſſion ſhe's in! but I for- 
give her, N e 
Heart. Since you have ſo much Goodneſs for her, I hope 
u'll pardon my Offence too, Madam. . 
Bel. There will be no 
am guilty of an equal Fault. | 
eart. Then Pardons being paſt on all Sides, pray let's 
to Church to conclude the Day's Work. Jo 
R os 


ſe.) She ſhould lie upon her Face all the Days of her 


eat Difficulty in that, ſince I 


Bi 


Li 
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Con, But before you go, let me treat you, pray, with a 
dong a new W 4 made within this Week W it may 
de he uſe to you both, 


W *7, N to Damon's F lame, 
[ into roy rms; 
He ſwore a d ever be the ſame, 
Then rifled all m * Charms. - 
But fond of what be'd long dęſir d, 
Too greedy of bis Prey, 
My Shepberd's Flame, alas ! expir'd 
Before i n. of Day. 


1 
My Innocence in Lovers Wars, 
EKReproacb'd his quick Defeat; 

Confus'd, aſbam d, and bath'd in Tears, 
I mourn'd his cold Retreat. 

At length, Ah Shepherdeſs ! cry'd he, 
Wau'd you my Fire renew, 
las, you muft retreat like me, 


Tm laſt if you purſue, 


Fart So, Madam; now had the Parſon but done his 
uſineſs 
Bel. You'd be half 7 your Bargain. 
_ No, fure, I rent wich one Night's. 3 
Bing. 
Bel. I'm ready to try, Sir. 
Heart. Then let's to Church: 


And if it be our Chance to diſagree — 


Bel. Take heed the ſurly Huſband's Fate you ſee. 
|  Exeunt omnes. 


E . 
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By another Hand. 


. by Lady Ba vr and BeLinDa 


Lady Brute, 
Belinda. 


Lady Brute. 


- 
rg Brute. 
Bet. 


Bel. 


Lady Brute. 


Bel. 


Lady Brute. 


Bel. 
Lay Brute. 


Bel, 
| Bel 


Bel. 


Lady Brute. 


Bel. 


TOPS Roe, 


Bel. 
Lady Brute. 


Bel. 


Lady Brute. 


Lady Brute. 


Lady Brute. 
| wor dann us 


N O E ln! 5 
1 fwear I know of none. | 
Lord! How halle awe excuſe it to the Town? | 


Why, we muſt e en ſay ſomething of our own. 
Our own |! Ay, that muſt needs be precious fluff, 


Il lay my Life, they ll like it prog 8 


Come, faith, begin 
Excuſe me, after you. 
Nay, pardon me for that, I know my Cue. 


O for the World, I wwayld not have Precedence. 
O Lord! 


1 fwear— 


O He! 


Im all Obedience. 


Firſt then, know all, ++ has Doom is is ft, 


The Third Day is for us 

Nay and the Sixth, 2 

We ſpeal not from the Poet now, nor is it 

His Cauſe——(T want a Rhyme ) 

T, gs wwe ſollicit. 
Ben ſure you cannot babe the bearts tobe lever 


Damn us ! Let em i they Hate: 15 
Why, if they ſhould, what Puniſhment remains? 
Eternal Exile from behind our Scene. 
But if they're kid, that Sentence we'll recal. 
We can be grateful 

And have wherewithal. 

But at grand Treaties hope not to be truſted, 
Before Preliminaries are adjuſted. 

You know the Time, and we appoint this Place, 
Where if you pleaſe;we" meet 225 fign the To 1 
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Upon the Revival of this Play it in 1725, Sir 

Joln Vanbrugh thought proper to write 

the two following Scenes, in the room of 

thoſe printed Tags I5 12905 55 159, 
. 


Ac TW. SCENE, Covent-Garden. 
Enter Lord Rake Sir John, Sc. with Swords drawn, 


Lord Rake. 1 S the Dog dead ? 
Col. Bully. No, damn him, I heard him 


wheeze. 
| L. Rake. How the Witch his Wife howl'd ? 
; Col. Bully. Ay, ſhe Il alarm the Watch preſently. 


L. Rake. Appear, Knight, then: Come, 
good Cauſe to fight for, there's a Man murder'd. 

Sir F. Is there? Then let his Ghoſt be ſatisfy'd: for 
I'll ſacrifice a Conſtable to it e and burn his Body 


\ 


upon his wooden Chair. Ig 


cu have a 


Enter aT, Hur, th, a Bundle under his Arm: 


p 0 Bully. How now; what have we got here? a 
1 Thie PEPE 
: Taylor. No, an't pleaſe you, I'm no Thief. 
L. Rate. That we'll ſee preſently: "Mary let the Ge- 
neral examine him. 
Sir J. Ay, ay, let me examine ken, 0 III lay a 
hundred Pounds I find him guilty in ſpite of his Teeth 
| for he looks like a | vor Bon Raſcal. Come, Sirrah, 


without Equivocation or mental Reſervation, tell me of 
what Opinion you are, and what Calling; for by them 
I ſhall gueſs at your Morals. 
Tayl. An't pleaſe yon, I'm a Diſſenting Journeyman 
Woman's Taylor. 


Sir 


TXT LSE EE RE AER TEL | 
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Sir J. Then, Sirrah, you love Lying by your Rel 
and Theft by your Trade : And ſo, tim ay x Rel, 
may be ſuitable to your Crimes 1 II have you firſt gaggd 
and then hang'd. 

Tayl. Pray, good worthy Gentlemen, don! t abuſe me 
indeed I'm an honeſt Man, and a good W * 


I ſay it, that ſhou'd not ſay it. 
Sir J. No Words, Sirrah, but attend your Fate. 


L. Rale. Let me ſee what's in that Bundle. 
N Tay: An't pleaſe you, it's my Lady's ſhort 2 and 
ac 
Sir F. What Lady, you Reptile you ? 
Tayl. My Lady Brute, an't pleaſe _ Honour, 
Sir J. * Lady Brute! my Wife! the Robe of my 
Wife with Reverence let me approach it. The oy 
Angel is always takin Le of me in Danger, and has 
ſent me this Suit of Armour to protect me in this N 
Battle; on they 55 | | 
All. O brave night ! 
L. Rake. Live, Don Nui xot the Second. 
Sir 7, Sancho, wy "Squire, help me on with my Ar. 


mour. 
Tayl. O deer Gentlemen ! T ſhall 'S BY 3 if you 


take the Sack. 
Sir J. Retire, Surah ! _ ſince you carry off Jour 


Skin, go home and be happ 
Tazl. IT think l'd e'en oy ood follow the Gentleman': 


Advice, for if 1 diſpute any longer, who knows but the 
whim may take em to caſe me Theſe Courtiers art 
fuller of Tricks than they are of Money ; they'll ſooner 
break a Man's Bones, than pay his Bill. {Exit Tayl, 
- Sir F. So! how d'ye like my Shapes now? 

L. Rake, To a Miracle | He looks like a Queen of the 
 Amazonz——But to your Arms! Gentlemen The Ene · 
myꝰs upon their March here's the Watch 
Sir F. Oons! if it were Alexander the Great, at the 
Head of his Army, I wou'd drive him i into A Ew, ot -pond, 

All. Huzza! O brave Knight: 


| Enter Watchnien. 4 
Sir v of See! Here he comes, with al his Greeks about 


him Follow me, Boys. 


Watch, Hey dey! Who have we got ber ben 
Wah 


Sir J. OY hap not! 


lon, 
Nent 
pod 
me + 
tho 


Peace, [Watchman knocks at the Door. 
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Watch. What are you all doing here in the Streets at 
this time o'night? And who are you, Madam, that ſeem 
to be at the Head of this noble Crew? 7? 
Sir J. Sirrah? I am Bonduca, Queen of the Welchmen ; 
and with a Leek as long as my Pedigree, I will deſtroy your 
Roman Legion in an Inſtant - Britons ſtrike home. 
[They fight off. Watch. return with Sir John.] he] 

Watch. So! We have got the Queen, however! We'll 
make her pay well for her Ranſom Come, Madam, 
will your Majefty pleaſe to walk before the Conftable ? 

Sir J. The Conſtable's a Raſcal! And you are a Son of 
a Whore ! | | . | 

Watch. A moſt noble Reply, truly! If this be her royal 
Style, I'll warrant her Maids of Honour prattle prettily : 
But we'll teach you ſome of our Court-Diale& before we 
part with you, Princeſs——Away with her to the Round- 
houſe. | 
Sir J. Hands r Ruffians! My Hondur's dearer 
to me than my Life; I hope you won't be uncivil . 
| Watch. Away with her. | 3 Þ : [Exeunt. 


$CENE, A Street. 
Enter Conflable and Watchmen, with Sir John. 


Conftab. ( O ME, forſooth, come along, if you pleaſe ! 
4 I once in Compaſſion thought to have ſeen 
you ſafe home this Morning: But you have been ſo ram. 
ant and abuſive all Night, I ſhall ſee what the Juſtice of 
Rae will ſay to you. | | 


Sir F. And you ſhall ſee what I'll ſay to the Juſtice of 


Enter Servant „ 


Confiab. Is Mr. Juſtice at home? 
Serv. Ves. 1 | | 
Conſtab. Pray acquaint his Worſhip we have got an un- 
ruly Woman here, and defire to know. what he'll pleaſe to 
have done with her, 1 W net | 
Serv, I'll acquaint my Maſter. [Exit Ser. 
* F. Hark you, Conſtable, what cuckoldy Juſtice is 
this? | 2 
Conſtab. One that knows how to deal with ſuch Romps 
as you are, I'll warrant yon. | | 


CY 
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% 


Enter 


- 
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Eater: Fuftice. 


Just. Well, Mr. Conſtable, what is the matter 8 
Conſt ab. An't pleaſe your Worſhip, this here comical 
ſort of a Gen lewoman, has committed great Outrages to- 
night. She has been frolicking with my Lord Rate and 
bis Gang; they attacked the Watch, and J hear there has 
been a Man kill'd : I believe tis they have done it. 
Sir F. Sir; there may have been Murder for aught! 
know; and 'tis a great Mercy there has not been a Rape 
too——that Fellow wou'd have raviſh'd me. 
24 Watch. Raviſhi Raviſh! O lud! O lud! O lud 
Raviſn her! Why, pleaſe your Worſhip, I heard Mr. Con- 
table ſay he believed ſhe was little better than a Maphro- 
drite. 
Ju. Why tzuly, ſhe does ſeem a little ue about 
the Mouth. 
2d Watch. Yes, 1 about the” Hands too, an't eak 
your Worſhip, I did but offer in meer civility to help her 
up the Steps into our Apartment, and with her gripen Fiſt 
ay, juſt fo, Sir. [Sir John knocks him down.) 

Sir F. I feli'd him to the Ground like an Ox, 

Juli. Out upon this boiſterous Woman] Out upon her. 

Sir J. Mr. Juſtice he wou'd have been uncivil ! It was 
in Defence of my Honour, and I demand Satisfaction. 

2d Watch. I hope your Worſhip will ſatisfy her Honour 
in Bridewell; that Fiſt of hers will make. wn admirable 
Hemp-beater. 

Sir F. Sir, I hope you will Motec me 3 that Jibi- 
dinous Raſcal; I am a Woman of Quality and Virtue too, 
for all T am in an Undreſs this Morning. 

Juft. Why, ſhe has really the Air of a Sort ef a Wo⸗ 
man a little ſomethiug out of the common Madam, 
if you expect I ſhou'd be favourable to „ou, T gone! 
may know who you are. | 

Sir F. Sir, I am any body, at your Service. 

Fuft. Lady, Ideſire to know your Name? Its 

| Sir F. Sir, my Name's Mary. H s 
Ja,. Ay, but your Surname, Madam? 


LS. vir F. Sir, my Surname's the very fame with my Hof: 
„ band's. -- 
Jai. A ſtrange . this ! Who i is has Huſband | 
pray? | 


Sir F. Sir Fobn, 


Juſt. Sir Fobn who ? Si 


given him a very goo 
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Sir J. Sir JobniBrats 
26 it poſſible, "Madam, you can be my Lady 


wie? J. That happy Wenn Sir, am I ; only 2: little 
in my Merriment to - night. 

Juſt. Lam concern 'd for Sir Jobs, | 

Sir J. Truly, fo am I. 

Jul. Thave heard he's an honeſt Gentleman. 

Sir J. As ever drank. 

Juft. Good lach Indeed, Lady, Tm forry- he has 
ow a Wife. 

Sir . Lam torsy he bas any Wife at al. EE 
uf And fo: 3 may he doubt you have not 
Taſte of — 

Sir J. Taſte, Sir! Sir, I have ſcorn'd to ſtint him to 
2 Taſte, I have given him a full Meal of it. | 

Fuft. Indeed I believe ſo ! But pray, fair Lady, may 
he have given you any Occaſion: for this extraardinar oy Con- 
dut——Does he not uſe you well? 

Sir J. A little upon the rough ſometimes. 

Taft Ay. any Man may -be'out: of Humour now and 


Sir . Sir, I Jour Peace: and Quiet, and- ut Wo- 
man don't find that at home, : ſhe's apt ſametimes to com- 
fort herſelf with a few innocent Diverſions abroad. 

Jai. I doubt he uſes you but too well. Pray: how 
does he as to that * things Maney! i 7 Does he al- | 
low, you what is proper of that? 

Sir Fs Sir, I have generally enough, to pay the 8 
ing, if this: Samoa Where: of a Auer wou'd but bring 


his Bill. 


Juſt. Acfirange Woman kia Does he, ſpend a-rea- 
ſonable Portion of his time at home, to the Comfort of 
his Wife and Children? 

Sir: J. He never gave his Wife exuls to repine at his 
being abraad in his Life. 

- Juſt Pray, Madam, how may ben be in the grand na- 
trimonial Point Is he true to your Bed? ä 

Sir J. Chaſte! Oonal This Fellow aſks, ene im- 
pertinent Queſtions ! I'gad I believe it is the Juſtice s 
Wife; in che Juſtics's Clothes. 

Juſt. "Tis a great pity he ſhould: have. 8 thus di l- 
poſed of . Pray, Madam, (and then I've done) what 
may bet your Ladyſhip's r e of Life? If L 
E. preſume ſo far. | 0 

Vol. I. I Sir 
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b . 0 sir, much that of a Woman off . 


Fu Pra: how may you general! aſs ur 
2 N or Exon ple? AF 1 yo ho. 

Sir F. Sir, like a Woman of Quali . — wake about 
two o Clock in the Afternoo WT ſtretch and 
make a Sign for my Chocolate When I have drank 
three Cups ſlide down again upon my Back, with 
my Arms over my Head, while my two Maids put on my 
Stockings Then hanging upon their Shoulders, I am 
trail'd to my great Chair, where I fit——and van 
for my Breakfaſt If it don't come preſently, I lie down 
upon my Couch to ſay my ene A er 15 Maid reads 

me the Play-Bills. | | 

. Juſt. Very well, Madam. 

Sir J. When the Tea is brought i in, I drink thetic re- 
gular Diſhes, with eight Slices of Bread and Butter 
And half an Hour after, I ſend to the Cook to know bes 
the Dinner is almoſt ready, | 

Fuft. So! Madam! © h 

Sir J. By that time my Head is | half gelt, Flay w 
Huſband ſwearing himſelf into a State or Perdition, that' 
the Meat's all cold upon the Table, to amend which, I 
come down in an Hour more, and have it ſent back to 
the Kitchen, to be all dreft over again. | | | 

Fuft. Poor Man! 1 

Sir J. When I have din'd, and my idle nn are 
preſumptuouſly ſet down at their Eaſe, to do ſo too, 1 call 
for my Coach, to go viſit fif a dear Friends, of whom I 
hope I ſhall 8 nd one at home, while I hall live. 

Ju. So! There's the Morning and Afternoon pret- 
ty well diſpos d of ——Pray, Madam, e do ou pals 

ur Evenings? 

Sir F. Like a Woman of Spirit, Sir, a * * Spirit, 
Give me a Box and Dice—Seven's the Main, Oons Kr, f 

et you a hundred Pound ! Why, do you think —.— 
are married now a Days, to ſit at home and mend Nap- 
kins : Sir, we have nobler ways of paſſing time. 

Juſt. Mercy ee * W what will this 
Age come to? 

Corft What will it come to, indeed, if fuch Women 
as theſe are not ſet in the Stocks. 

Sir F. Sir, I have a little urgent Buſineſs calls upon 
me; and therefore I deſire the Favour 5 e to bring 


n to a Concluſion. 
Jul. | 
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oft Madam, if I were ſure that Buſineſs were not to 
hone more Diſorders, I wou'd releaſe ou. 
Sir F. None By my Virtue. 

Ju. Then, Mr. Conſtable, you may diſcharge her. 
dir J. Sir, 2 very humble Servant. If you pleaſe 
w accept of a Bottle 
5 I thank you, kindly, Madam ; but I never drink 

na Morning. Good by-t'ye, Madam, good 1 ye. 
vir 7. Good-by-t' ye, 2 Sir. xit Fuſficc. 
Fe, Mr. Conſtable, ſhall you 4. I go pick 
+ Whore together ? 
onft. No, thank you, Madam; my Wife's enough to 
11 any reaſonably 2 Man. | 
dir J. [4fde] He, he, he, he, he——the Fool is mar- 
red then, Well, you won't go? | 


Conft. Not I, truly. 

Sir J. Then I'll go by myſelf ; and you and your Wife 
may be damn'd. [Exit Sir John. 

Coo, * aſter ber JWhy gang Lady. 
cunt, 


* 
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Yo ek for a Play, if it cannot K 
for itlelf, is vain; and if it can, it is 
needleſs. For one of theſe Reaſons (I can- 
not yet tell which, for it is now but the ſe- 
cond Day of acting) I reſolve to ſay nothing 
for Efep, though I know he would be glad 
of help; for let the beſt happen that can, 


his Journey is up Hill, with a dead Engliſh 


Weight at the Tail of him. 
At Paris indeed he ſcrambled up ſome- 
thing. faſter (for it was up Hill there too) 
than I am afraid he will do here: The 
French having more Mercury in their Reads, 
and leſs Beef and Pudding in their Bellies. 
Our Solidity may ſet hard, what their Folly 
makes eaſy; for Fools I own they are, you 
know we have found them ſo in the Con- 
duct of the War; I wiſh we may do ſo in 
the Management of the Peace; but that is 

neither E/op's Buſineſs nor mine. 
his Play, Gentlemen, (or one not much 
_ unlike it) was writ in French about ſix Years 
ſince by one Monſieur Bourſaut; it was 
pl id 'd - Paris by the French Comedians, 
this was its Fate, | 


14 The 
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I Theft Day it d, it was routed 
(People ſeldom being fond of what they do 

not underſtand, their own ſweet Perſons ex- 
cepted.) The ſecond (by the help of ſome 

d Knights-Errant) it rallied ; the third it 
advanced; the. fourth it gave a vigorous 

Attack; and the fifth put all the Feathers 
in Town to the fcamper, purſuing them on 

to the fourteenth, and then they-cried out 

rn "T9018 
It is not reaſonable to expect Ep ſhould = 
gain fo great a Victory here, ſince it is poſ- 

_ hbleby fooling with his Sword, I may have 
turned the Edge on't. For I confeſs in the 

Franſlation I have not at all ftuck to the 

Original; nay, I have gone farther, I have 
wholly added the fifth Act, and crouded a 
Country Gentleman into the fourth, for 
which I aſk Monſieur Bowr/aut's Pardon 

with all my Heart, but doubt I never ſhall 
| obtain it for bringing him into fach Com- 
pany. Though after all, had 1 been ſo 
complaiſant to have waited on his Play 
Word for Word, it is poſſible even that 
might not have enſured the Succeſs of it; 


for though it ſwam in France, it might have 


ſunk in England. Their Country abounds 
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ALLANTS, ve never yet produc d a Plax 
3 5 


Vill greater Fears than this we ad to-day 
Barren of all the Graces of the Stage, 8 
Barren of all that entertains this Age, 

No Hero, ud Romance, no Plot, no Show, 
No Rape, no Bawdy, no Intrigue, no Beau: 
There's nothing int with which we uſe topleaſe ye; : 


. With doawnright dull Inſtructiun w'are to teaſe e: 


The Stage turns Pulpit, and the World's fo fickle, 
The Play-Houfe 2 Wim turns 2 | 
But preaching bere muſt prove a bungry Traadt, -- 
The Patentees will find ſo, I'm afraid: . 
For tho with ben deniy Zeal you all abonnd, 0 
As by your Lives and Morals may be found ; 
Tho every Female here o'erflows with Grace, 
And chaflte Diani's written in her Face; ; 
The Maids renounce rhe Sweets Fornication, 
And one lewd Wife's mot left in all the Nation ;_ 


J Men grow true, and the foul Fiend diy; 


Tho Tradeſmen cheat 'no more, nor Lawyers ye; 


Tho” not one Spot be found on Levi's Trabe, 


Nor one ſoft Courtier that: will touch a.Bribe 


Yet in the midft of fuch religious Days, 


Sermons hawe never borne the Price of Plays. 
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= Dramatis Perſona. 
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'Y Learchus, Governor of Syzicus, Mr. Dogget. 
g = - Oroaces, in love with — _ — 


. 


E res Daughter to Learchus 
love with Oronces, : 1 Mrs. Temple. 
Doris, her Nurſe. - Mrs. Verbruggen. 


People who come to E/2p, upon ſeveral Occafions, inde 
; e one — 7 another. W 


Two Country Tradefiwen, dar eit and 


| | Roger, a Cou +» | Ho Lf Mr. Haynes. 


Quaint, a Heral Mr. Pinkethman. 
Fruitful, an Inn-Keeper, Mr. Smeton. 
A Country Gentleman, Mr. Hinkethman. 


A Prieſt, Muſicians, Ge. 

Hortenfia, an affected learned Lady, Mrs. Kent. 

Aminta, a lewd Mother, Mrs. Willis. 
Forge - Mill, a Scrivener 's Widow, Mrs. Finch. 


S$ruitful, Wife to the Inn-keeper. Mrs. P owelh. 


ESOP 


sc N E, Learchus's Houſe, 
Enter Learchus, Euphronia, and Doris, 


Learchas. 


ED length I am bleſt with the fight of the 
4 * World's Wonder, the Delight of Mankind, 
the incomparable Eſep. You had time to 
M obſerve him laſt Night, Daughter, as he fat 
855 4 at Supper with me. Tell me how you like 
him, Child; is he not a charming Perſon? 
Euph. Charming 
Lea. What ſay'ſt thou to him, Doris 7 Thou art a 
good Judge, a Wench of a nice Palate. 
Dor. You wou'd not have me flatter, Sir? 
Lea. No, ſpeak thy Thoughts boldly. 
Dor. Boldly, you ſay. 
Lear, Boid y. I ſay. 
Dor. Why then, Sir, my Opinion of che Gentleman i is, 
that he's uglier than an old Beau. 
Lear. How | Impudence. 
Dor. Nay, if you are angry, Sir, brand Thoughts ane 
beſt : he's as proper as a Pikeman, holds up his Head like 
a Pancing-Maſter, has the Shape of a Barb, the Face of 
Angel, the Voice of a Cherubim, the. Smell of a Civit 
at 
Lea. In ſhort thou art Fool _ not to be pleas'd 
with kim. 
Dor. 
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make 5 merry with him 


a * 

9 8 5 F 
3 * © 
And 


— LIE > Ay 3 * ; * 
EX — 8 : 


Dor. Excuſe me for that, Sir, I have Wit enough to 


La. If h * Body's deform'd;” his Seul in beautifyt, 


Wou d to kind Heaven, as he is, my Daughter cu 


but find the means to pleaſe him. 

Euph. To what End, dear Father? 

Lea. That he might be your Huſband, dear Daughter. 
Euph. My Huſband ? Shield me, kind Heaven 
0 Pſha! he has a mind to make us laugh, that's 
Lea. Eſop then is not worth her Care, in thy Opinion, 
Dor. Why truly, Sir, I'm always for making ſuitable 


Matches, and don't much approve of breeding Monſters. 


I wou'd have nothing marry a Baboon, but what has been. 
got by a Monkey. 1 8 5 
Lea. How dar'ſt thou liken fo incomparable. a Man to. 
ſo contemptible a Beaſt ? 2H | 
Der. Ah, the Inconftancy of this World! Out of ſight, 
out of Mind. Your litle Monkey is ſcarce cold in his 
Grave, and you have already forget what you us'd ſo much 


to admire : Do but call him to remembrance, Sir, in his 


red Coat, new Gloves, little Hat, and clean Linen; then 
(diſcharge your. Conſcience, utter the Truth from your 
Heart, and tell us whether he was not the prettier... Gentle- 
man of the wo- By my Virginity, Sir, (cho that's but 


. a ſlippery Oath, you'll ſay) had they made love to me to- 


gether, Eſop ſnould have worn the Willow, ._ 
Lea. Since nothing but an Animal will pleaſe thee, 
tis pity my Monkey had not that Virginity thou haſt ſworn 
by. But I, whom Wiſdom charms, even the home 
lieſt Dreſs, can never think the much-deſerving Eſap un- 
worthy of my Daughter. * 
Dor. Now, in the Name of wonder, what is't you ſo 
admire in him? Bye Ke 
Lea. Hark, and thou ſhalt know; but you, Eupbronia, 
Be you more eſpecially attentive. fot an} * 
'Tis true he's plain; but that's, my Girl, a Trifle. . 
All manly Beauty's ſeated in the Soul; | 


And that of Eſep, Envy's ſelf muſt own hah 
Outſhines whate'er the. World has yet produc'd..., .. 


Craſus, the proſperous Favourite of Heaven; 


Cræſus, the happieſt Potentate on Earth j j 
| Whoſe Treature (tho! immenſe) is the leaſt part. 


Of what he holds from Providence's Care, 
Leans on his Shoulder as his grand Support, . 
Agmires-his Wiſdom, doats upon his Truth, 


ha. | 


1 


And makes him Pilot to Imperial Sway. 125 
But in this ear, 1 Ve you 8 
What's his Employ ? Where does he point his Thoughts? 
To live in Splendour, alga and Eaſe, ghts 


Do endleſs Miſchiefs, by neg ecting G ood, 
And build his Family on others . 7 


No: „ | 4 
He ſerves the Prince, and ſerves the People too; 
1s uſeful to the Rich, and helps the Poor ; 

There's nothing ſtands neglected, but himſelf. 

With conſtant Pain, and yet with conſtant Joy, 
From Place to Place throughout the Realm he goes,. 
With uſeful Leſſons, form'd to every Rank? 
The People learn Obedience from his Tongue, 
The Magiſtrate is guided in command. 
The Prince is minded of a Father's Care: 
The Subjects taught the Duty of a Child. 1 
And as tis dangerous to be bold with Truth, 
He often calls for Fable to his Aid, SEE 
Where under abject Names of Beaſts and Birds, 
' Virtue ſhines out, and Vice is cloath'd in Shame... 
And thus by inoffenſive Wiſdom's Force, | 
He conquers Folly whereſoe er he moves? 
This is his Portrait. $ 2 | 

Dor. A very good Picture of a very ill Face? 

Lea. Well, Daughter; what, not a Word? Is it poſ- 
ſible any thing Unt Tam Father of can be untouch'd with: 
fo mu , ̃¶‚ ot tte oth 

e ap may make all. things poſſible : But 
Eſop is ſo ugly, Sir. | | 

Lea. His Soul has ſo much Beauty in't, your Reaſon 
ought to blind your Eyes: Beſides my Intereſt is con- 
cerned ; his Power alarms me. I know throughout the 
Kingdom he's the Scourge of evil Magiſtrates, turns out 
Governors when they turn Tyrants; breaks Officers for. 
falſe Muſters; excludes Judges from giving Sentence, 
when they have been abſent during the Trial; han 
Lawyers when they take Fees on both Sides; forbids | 
Phyſicians to take Money of thoſe they don't cure. Tis 
true, my Innocence ought to baniſh my Fears: But my 
Government, Child, is too delicious a Moxſel, not to ſet 
many a frail Mouth a watering ? Who knows what Accu- 
fations Envy may produce? But all wou'd be ſecure, if 
thou could'ſt touch the Heart of Ep. Let me blow up. 
thy Ambition, Girl; the Fire of that will make thy Eyes 
ſparkle at him. [She Agbs. — What's that Sigh for 

| | now? 
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now? Ha l Ayo oung Huſband, by my Conſeienee 1 K 
Daughter, had — a youn Huſband, he'd make thee 


figh 1 I'll tell this what he's compos'd of, He 


has a Wig full of Pulvilio, a Pocket full of Dice, a Heart 
full of Treaſon, a Mouth full of Lies, a Belly full of 


Drink, a Carcaſe full of Plaſters, a Tail full of Pox, and 
a Head full of- nothing. There's his Picture: wear 

it at thy Heart if thou can . But here comes one a 
greater Vorth. | 


e Eſop. 
ee Good e to my noble Lord; your Excl 
es. Softly, good Governor: Tm a poor Wanderer 


from Place to Place; too weak to trail the Weight of 


Grandeur with me! The Name of Excellency's not for me. 
Lea. My noble Lord, tis due to 11. Employ 3 your 


Predeceſſors all 
Efop. My Predeceſſors all deſery'd it, Sir, they were 


great Men i 1. Wiſdom, Birth and Service; whilſt I, a poor, 


unknown, decrepit Wretch, mounted aloft for Fortune's 


Paſtime, 77 Each Moment to conclude the Farce, by 
A | 


finking t Mud from whence I ſprung. 


Lea. Great Cræſus's Gratitude will ill ſupport you; 
bis Coffers all are open to your Will, your future For- 
tune's wholly in your Power. 


Efop. But tis a Power that I ſhall ne'er oy. ö 
La. Why fo, my Lord? _ RW 15 8 
Leh. I'Il tell you, Sir. 
A bungry Goat, who had 'noteat 
some Nights and Days (for want of Meat) 
; Keefe kindly brought at laſt, 
Providence's Care, 8 
12 better Cheer, 
Aſter a more than penitential Faſt, | 
He found a Barn well ſtor d with Grain, 
To enter in requir'd ſome Pain; 3 
But a delicious Bait 
Makes the Wa eaſy, tho the Paſs i is ſtraits. - 
Dur Gueſt o bſervi n 3 - 
He puts on a * | 
He takes his Place, 
He ne er ſays Grace, | 
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But where he likes, he there falls to and eats. 

At length with jaded Teeth and Jaws, 

He made a Pauſe. NOS, 
And finding ſtill ſome room, 

Fell to as he had done before, 

For time to come laid in his Store; 

And when his Guts cou'd hold no more, 
He thought of going home, 
But here he met the Glutton's Curſe ; 

He found his Belly grown ſo great, 

_ 'Twas vain to think of a Retreat, 

Till he had render'd all he ad eat, 

And well he far'd no worſe, 

To the Application, Governor. 
Lea. Tis eaſy to be made, my Lord. 

Eſop. I'm glad on't. 'Truth can never be too clear 
[Seeing Bab. Is this young Damſel your fair Daughter, 
dir? 1 
. Lea. Tis my Daughter, my good Lord: Fair too, if 
ſhe appears ſuch in the Eyes of the unerri . . 
Eſep. [Going up to ſalute her.) 1 never ſaw ſo beautiful 

2 Creature. . eg 125 
1 Lea. [afide.] Now's the time; kiſs ſoft, Girl, and fire 
in, | * 

Eſop.. [gazing at ber.] How partial's Nature twixt her 

Form and mine ! 8 | | 

Lea. [afide.) Look, look, look, how he gazes at her ! 
—Cupid's hard at work, I ſee that already. Slap; there 
he hits him—if the Wench would but do her part. But 
ſce, ſee, how the perverſe young Baggage ſtands biting 
ker Thumbs, and won't. give him one kind Glance 
Ah the ſullen Jade! Had it been a handſome ſtrong Dog 
of five and twenty, ſhe'd a fall'n a coquetting-on't,. with 
every Inch about ob; But may be it's I that ſpoil ſport, 
Vil make a Pretence to leave them together. Will your 
Lordſhip pleaſe to drink any Coffee this Morning? 

Ejop. With all my Heart, Governor. | | 
Lea. Your Lordſhip will give me leave to go and order 
it myſelf ; for unleſs J am by, tis never perfect. . 

Eſop. Provided you leave me this fair Maid in Hoſtage 
for your Return, I conſent. | _ 

ea. My: good. Lord does my Daughter too much Ho- 

nour. Ah that the Wench wou'd but do her Part. [ 4/ide, 

1 5 F. I— Hark you, Huſſy [Turning back 

9 Euphronia de.] You can give yourſelf Airs 

lometimes, you know you can. Do you 2 
ah | 0 


Work yen made with yourſelf at Church t other Day? 
Play your Tricks over agam once more for my Pleaſure, 
and let me have a good Account uf this Stateſimam, or, 
d'ye hear? You ſhall die a Maid; go chew upon that, 
go. Exit Lear. N | PETS 
Efop. Here I am left, fair Damftl, too much epos d 


to your Charms, not to fall your Victim. 
Euph. Your Fall. will then be due to your on Weak- 
neſs, Sir; for Heaven's my Witneſs, I neither endeavour 


nor wiſh to wound you. | 
Ep. I underitand you, Lady, your Heart's Already dif. 
pos d of, tis ſeldom otherways atyour Age. 
Eupb. My Heart diſpos'd- of! B 
Dor. Nay, never mince the Matter, Madam. The 
Gentleman looks like a civil Gentleman, een tonfeſs the 
Truth to him: He has a good Intereſt with your Father, 
and no doubt will-employ it to break the Heathenifh Match 
be propoſes to you. [To Eſop.]. Yes, Sir, my young Lady i 
has been in love theſe two Years, and that with as pretty a A 
Fellow as ever entered zVirgin's Heart; tall, ſtraight, young, . 
vigorous, good Clothes, long Perriwig, clean Linen; in N 
brief, he has every thing that's neceſſary to fet a young 
Lady a longing, and to ſtay it when he has done: but her 
Father, whoſe Ambition makes him turn Fool in his old 
Age, comes with aback Stroke upon us, and ſpoils all our 
Sport. Wou'd you believe it, Sir? He has propos'd to 
her n vely Fellow: Look, if = 
very Thoughts of him don't ſet the poor Thing a crying? 
And 2 have ſo much Power with th 4 Gaul of 
man, that one Word from you.wovuld ſet us all\right again. 
If he will have her a Wife, in the Name of Venus let hm WM : 
provide her a handſome Huſband, and nvt-tlirow her into 
the Paws of a Thing that Nature in 2 merry Humour has ye 
made half Man, half Monkey.  ' © 
Ep. Pray what's this Mo l e 5 
pb. No matter for his Name, Sir, my er will 


know who you mean at firſt Word. 555 

* Efep. But you: fhon'd not always Ry the Outſide 
alone: believe me, fair Damſely a fine Perriwig keeps 
many a Fool's Head from the Weather: Have a Care of 


your young Gallant, t. 

© Dor: 1 1 iere's no. Danger, I have examin'd him; hs d 
Infide's as good as his. out; I fay he has Wit, and T think. BW n 
Tr B 


El. Ney, the fans true 3 he's even a Miracle of Wit BY ,, 


. 


w = ew * 


E s © p. - 5 
d Beauty: 8 but ſee him, you'd be une 


1 
15 Then you are reſoly'd againſt the Monſter. 


Dor. Fy, Sir, fy, I wonder. you'll put her in Mind of 
that foul, frightful Thing: We ſhall have her dream of 
gothing all Night but Bats and Owls, and Toads and 
Hed racing and then we ſhall have duch aiſqueaking and 
qualling with her, the whole-Houſe will be in an Uproar : 
— ray Sir, name him no mure, but uſt your In- 
tereſt with LY Father that me. may never hear of him 

in. 
of 5. But if I ſhou'd be-ſo: Aue be ewe you from the 
old Gallant, what ſhall I ſay for your young one? 

Euph. O, Sir, you ma venture to enlarge upon bis 


Perfections; you need not fear ſaying too much in his 


Praiſe. 

Dor. And pray, Sir, beas copious upon the defects of 
kother; you need not fear out-Tunning the Text there 
neither, lay the worſt you can. 

Eupb. You may ſay the firlt is the moſt graceful Man 
that 4/ia ever brought fortn. 

Dor. And you may ſay the latter 10 the moſt deform'd 
Monſter that Copulation ever produc d. 

Eupb. Tell him that —_— 9 that is his dear Name) 
has all the Virtues that co rfe&t Nero. 

Dor. And tell him that ben all dhe Vices that ge 
to 2 an Attorney. 
$ Eupb. 1 one Lcond be true to'the laſt Moment 
my Life. 
Dor. That for bother fut d r him the very Day 


of her He 2 This, Sir, in few Werds, ie Theme | 


you are deſir preach upon. | 
Eſop. I never St hed one that Farnid\d me with-rre | 
ben: 


Bur 6 . 


My Lond, there's L deen ſon ſpeak 
N your TITS | 


Efap. What _ 
Ser, It 3 2 „Desde! "The Lady 
there, the wiſe Lady, the great Scholar, chat no Body can 


underſtand. 


Dor. O ho, is it ſhe? Pray let's withdraw, and oblige 
her, Madam ; ſhe r ben ut the infipid Sight of | 
one of her own Sen. 

Ep. 


© Efap and I may ſure converſe together: 
I know he's modeſt, but I likewiſe know 


210. | E S O p. 
- Euph. You'll exculs us, Sir, we leave you to vz 
Company. able 7 K Son, be 


Enter Hortenſia, | 


Hort. The Dees, who from A * Breaſt 
the Names of Heroes and their Argo beak pn 
Fame throughout this mighty Orb, and 
* oþ. [afide.) Shield me, my Stars 1 what have you ſent 
re? For Pity's fake, good Lady, be more humane; 
My Capacity is too heavy to mount to your Style: * 
- wou'd have me know what you mean, pleaſe to come dom 
to my Underſtanding. 
Hlert. I've ſomething in my Nature ſoars too high 
For vulgar Flight, I on; 
But Eſeß's Sphere muſt needs be within Call ; 


His Intellects are categorical. 

Eſop. Now, by my Faith, Lady, I dowe nie what 
| Intelle& i isz and methinks categorical ſounds as if you 
. call'd me Names. Pray 12 you may be underſtood 

Language was deſign indeed it was. 

Hort. Of vul Things, in Sp 60 Phraſe we talk; 
But when of Eſep we muſt ſpeak, NEE 
The Theme's too lofty for an humble Style: 

99 4 is ſure no common Character. 15 

Hep. No, truly, I am ſomething ec Vet, if] 
am not miſtaken, what I have extraordinary about me, 

may be deſerib'd in very homely Wee Here was a 

- young Gentlewoman but juſt now. Res d me out to 2 
Flair, I thought; and yet I vo — God the learned 

Word T heard her make uſe of, was Monſter. . - 
Hort. That was a Woman, "Bir, a very Woman; 

Her Cogitations all were on the outward Man: 

But I ftrike deeper, tis the Mind I view. 

The Soul's the worthy Object of my Care: 

The Soul, that Sample af Divinity, tliat glorious. 

Ray of heavenly-Light. The Soul, that:awefub 
Throne of Thought, that * Seat of . 
- 'Fhe Soul, that noble Source of Wiſdom, 

That nmr 7 3 TK Y if a 25 

That Spring of Joy, that ap oken o etern 
Life; — Soul, that 7 7 | 

E bp. Pray, Lady,. are you married 0 
ort. Why that Queſtion, Sir? .. 


at 
L 
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Eſep. * that I might wait upon your Huſband to 
with him Joy. 9 os. 1 

Hort. When re of my Compoſition would marry, 
they firſt find ſomething of their own Species to join with; 
I never could reſolve to take a thing of common Fabric to 
my Bed, leſt, when, his brutiſh Inclinations prompt him, 
he ſhou'd make me Mother to a Form like his own. 

E/op. Methinks a Lady ſo extremely nice, ſhould be 
much at a Loſs who to converſe with. ; 

Hort, IJ keep my Chamber, and converſe with myſelf ; 
'tis better being alone, 'than to-miſ-ally one's Converſation: 
Men are ſcandalous, . and Women are inſipid: Diſcourſe 
without Figure makes me ſick at my Soul: O the Charms 
of a Metaphor! What Harmony there is in the Words of 


Erudition; the Muſick of them is inimaginable. 


Eſop. Will you hear a Fable, Lady | | 
Hort, Willingly, Sir, the Apologue pleaſes me when 


the Application of it is juſt. 


Eſop. It is, T'll anſwer for it. 


Once on a time a Nightingale 
Jo Changes prone; 
Unconſtant, fickle, whimſical, 
(A Female * 5 
Who ſung like others of her kind, 
Hearing a well-jaught Linnet's Airs, 
Had other matters in her Mind, 
To imitate him ſhe prepares, 
Her Fancy ſtraight was on the Wing: 
I fly, quoth-ſhe, Es 
As well as he; 
I don't know why 
I ſhou'd not try ; 
As well as he to ſing. 8 
From that Day forth ſhe chang'd her Note, 


She did, as learned Women do, 
| Till every Thin 
That heard her fing, 


Wou' d run away from her—as I from yau. 
| [Exit E/op Pray 3" 


Hort. (ſila.) How groſly does this poor World ſu 


itſelf to be impqs'd' upon ?——Eſop, a Man of Senſe—— 
Ha! ha ! ha ha ! bat Alas, Too Wretch : I ſhou'd 


not have known him but by his 


„ . 


She oil her Voice, ſhe ſtrain d her Throat: 
id | 


eformity; his Soul's as 
| nauſeous 


. 
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nauſcotis 'to 3 as lis odious Bob wad 


Senſe of Feeling. 


be. "Mong ul the Wit that are berge ne, 5 
| burrow Bd roaches mne: 5 
Sure T was ſent the homely ren 3 
What Star, I know not, 5 when I was bo 15 


But every thing, befides myſelf s my Scorn. 755 
A © T H. | | 
Enter Euphronia Aud verb. BEES, 


Dr THAT in in the Nume of Joe's the matter 


with you? » for Heaven's Ak x. 

Euph. Oh! — ſhall 40? Doris, Tm undone. 
Dor. What, raviſh'd? | | 

Euph. No, ten times worſe! Ten tines 'worle 1 Onlare 
me, or I ſhall ſwoon. 

3 ung Unlace you? Why you are not thereabouts, I 
* 
Eupb. No, no; worſe ſtill; worſe thim all that. 
Dor. Nay, then it's bad indeed, Dun unlaces her.) 
There : How d'ye do _ | 
Euph. So; it's gon ; 
Dor. Courage, pl * | your Spirits : Well, now 
what's the matter ? 
Euph. The matter! Thou ſhalt hear. Know that 
that Cheat E 
Dor. Like enough; ſpeak 1 What hab he done ? That 
ugly ill-boding Cyclops. 
Euph. Why, inſtead of keeping kis Promiſe, and ſpeak- 
ing for Oronces; he has not faid one Word, but what has 
been for himſelf. And by my Fathier's Order, before to- 
morrow Noon he's to marry me. 
Dor. He marry you 
Eupb. Am I in the wrong. to be in this Deſpair? Tell 
me, Doris, if I am to blame? 
Dor. To blame? No, by my Troth. That ugly, old, 

trracherdus piece of Vermin : That melancholy Mixture 
of Impotence and Defire : Does his Mouth. ſtand to 2 
TY Partridge : Ah the eld Goat. And your Father! 

e downnght oats at Taft hen. 

Eupb Ah, Doris; what a Hufbänd does he give me? 
And what a Lover does he rob me of ? Thou know em 
* both; think of Oronc es, and think of Eſop. 


Der. 


—— r 9 oc oa 
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Dor. [ Spitting.) A. faul Monſter. And yet now I 
think on t, Tam almoſt as angry at t'other too: Methinks 
he makes but a flow Voyage on t for a Man in Love: Tis 
now above two Months fince he went to Leſbor, to pack 
up the old Bones of his dead Father; ſure he, might ave 


made a little more haſte. re 


Enter. Oronces, 


Eupb. Oh! my Heart; what do I ſce? 
Dor. Talk of the Devil, and he's at your Elbow. 
"= My dear Soul. [Eupli. runs and leaps abaut his 
Euph. Why wau'd you ſtay long from me? 
 Oron, "'Twas not my Paul indeed! the Winds —— _ 
Dor. The Winds Will the Winds blow you your Miſ- 
treſs again ? We have had Winds too, and Waves into the 
Bargain, Storms and Tempeſts, Sea-Monſters, and the 
Devil and all. She ſtruggled as long as ſhe cou'd, but a 
Woman can do no more than ſhe can do; wha bas Breath 
was gone, down ſhe ſunk. Wen Ede hs 
Orv; WIRES meaning of All this? * ig 
Dor. There's meaning and, mumping tog: Your Mise 
treſs is married; that's all. nn IN 
Oron. Death and Furies | 


much nei Doris. No, my Dear, not yet executed, 
tho' I'm condemn'd. 3 
Oron. Condemn'd.?, To what? Speak} Quick! 
Dor. To be marned, © | 
Oron. Married? When? How? Where, To what ? 
To whom? 80 Bk 52 _ e 
Dor. Eſop, Eſop, Eſop, Ejopy Eſop. „ 
Oron, Fiends and Spectres! Wiz That piece of De- 
formity 1 That Monſter ! TIED 2 
Dor. The ſame, Sir, the fame. I find he 
You might have come home ſoaner. © 
Oron, Dear Euphronia, caſt me from my Pain, 
Swear that you neither have nor will conſent. 
I know this comes from your ambitious Father z 
But you're too generous, too true to leave me: 
Millions of Kingdoms ne'er wou'd ſhake my Faiti, 
And I believe your Conſtancy as, fim. | | | 
Eupb. You do me Juſtice, you ſhall find,you do: For, 
Racks and Tortures, Crowns and Sceptres join'd, K 
. : neither 


Euph. [ clinging about bim. Port you, frighten him too 
, m 


t. ; 


D —————— ͤ — ! 7 
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neither fright me from my Truth, nor tempt me to be 


falſe. On this you may depend. 


; Dor. Wou'd to the Lord you wou'd find. ſome wo | 


Place to make your fine Speeches in. Don't you kn 
that your dear Friend E/ep's coming to Nee vide 


| here? In this great downy Chair, your pretty little Huſ- 


band ele& is to fit and hear all the Complaints of the 
Town : One of Wiſdom's chief Recompences, being to 
be conſtantly traubled with the Buſineſs of Fools. Bray, 
Madam, will you take the Gentleman by the Hand, and 
lead him into your Chamber; and when you are there, 
don't lie Smeg, and crying, and fighing, and wiſhing 
——[ Afide.) If he had not been more modeſt than wiſe, 


de might have ſet ſuch a Mark upon the Goods before now, - 


that ne er a Merchant of em all wou'd have bought em 
out of his Hands. But young Fellows are always in the 
wrong: Either ſo impudent they are nauſeous, or ſo modeſt 
wy are uſeleſs. Go, pray get you gone together. 


pb. But if my Father catch us, we are ruin GG. 


Dor. By my Conſcience this Love will make us all turn 
Fools. Before your Father can open the Door, can't he 


ſip down the Back-ſtairs? I'm fure he may, if you don't 


hold him; but that's the old Trade, Ah—Well, get you 
gone however——Hark——1 bear the 61d Baboon cough ; 
away! [ Exit Oron. and Euph. running.) Here he comes 
with his ugly Beak before him. Ah luſcious Bedfel · 
low, by my troth! e eee 
n | ” © 40%. Ga. ADA 
Enter Leareho and Eſop. 
Lea. Well, Doris; wha News from my Daughter ? Is 
me prudent ? i BY RET 
Dor. Yes, very prudent. ET 
Lea. What ſays e? What does ſhe do? ' © + 
Dor. Do? What ſhou'd ſhe do? Tears her Coronet; 
bites her Thumbs; throws her Fan in the Fire; thinks it's 
dark Night at Noon-day ; dreams of Monſters and Hob- 


\ 


goblins ;.raves in her Sleep of forc'd Marriage and Cuck- 


oldom : _ Avaunt, e e w An a ſud- 
den, with fifty Arguments at her Fingers-ends, to prove 
| 1 fa, me IR 
Lea. Very fine | but all this ſhan't ſerve her turn. I 


| have ſaid the Word, and will be obey'd——My Lord does 


her Honour. 


Oe" | | Dor. 


My Meng Pom Pang trons ts ue tug Sul - 


2. 


Im ſomewhat tree. 


our Daughter . | | ; 

lea. Out of the Room, Impudence ; be gone, I ſay, 
Dor. So Iwill: But you'll be as much in the wrong 
hen I'm gone, as, when I'm here. And your Conſcience, 
hope, will talk as pertly to you as I can do. OS 
hep. If ſhe treats me thus before my Face, I may con- 
dude I'm finely handled behind my Back. | 


this praitling Wench bleats outz my Daughter, will be go- 
ern d, ſhe's bred up to Obedience, There may be ſome 
mall Difficulty in weaning her from her young Lover: 
Faſt, my Lord. : 
Eſop. Does ſhe love him fondly, Sir? 
Lea. Fooliſhly, my Lord, | 
Eſop. And he her? 
Lea. TR ſame. . 
EjJop, Is he young ? | 
2 Ves, 1 
Eſop. Rich? 
. 80% „ 
Eſep. Well- born? 
Lea. He has good Blood in his Veins. 
Eſop. Has he Wit? 1 
Lea. He had, before he was in love. 
Eſop. And handſome with all this? 


* 


Lea. Or elſe we ſhou'd not have half fo much trouble 


with him. | | WOES bs Fe | 

Fſop. Why do you then make her quit him for me? 
Ali the World knows I am neither young, noble, nor 
rich: And as for my Beauty——Look you, Governor, 
I'm honeſt, But when Children cry, they tell em Eſop's 
a coming, Pray, Sir, what is it makes you ſo earneſt to 
force your Daughter ? | 


| Lea, Am I then to count for nothing the favour you are 


' £48.20 3Þ620- ave: 
. [afde.} Yes, and that's all he can do to her. [Te 
25 — 1 . blame the Gentleman after all 1 — . 
wes my Miſtreſs, becauſe ſhe's handſome; and ſhe hates 
in, becauſe he's ugly. I never ſaw two People more in 
te right in my Life. [To Eſop.] Yow'll pardon me, Sir, 


Ep. Why, a Ceremony wou'd but take u N But, | 
Governor, methinks I have an admirable Advocate about 


— 


Dor. 1 ſay the Truth here; and 1 can ſay no worſe any 
where. | IeErxit Doris. 
Lea. I hope your Lordſhip won't be concern'd at what 


But *twont be the firit time ſhe has been wean'd from a | 


n at Court? Father-in-law to the great E e·ũ What may 


not 
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not Laſpire to? My- fbolih Daughter - perhaps may 
ſo well pleas d witli't; but we wiſe Prreats uſually * 
1 s Happineſs in the Scale of our own I 
nat ns. 
Ei. Well, Governer, let ĩt be your Care then to make 
her Conſent. 
Lea. This Moment, my Lord, 1 W her either to 
Obedience, or to Duſt and Afhes. [Exit Lear. 
Eſop. Adieu. Now let in the People who come for * 
dience. Lr fits in his Ghair reading of Papers] 


Enter a ordinary Tradeſmen. 


1 Tra. There he is, Neighbour : Do but Ber d at kim. 
2 Tra. Ay; one may know him: He's well marked. 
But do'ſt hear me? What Title muſt we give him? for if 
we fail in that Point, d'ye ſee me, we ſhall never get our 
Buſineſs done. Courners love Titles almoſt as well as they 
do Money, and that's a bold Word'now. 
g 1 Tyra. Why I think we had beſt call him, his Gran- 

eur. 

2 Tra. That will do; thou haft hit ont. Hold ſtil 
Jet me ſpeak. May it pleaſe your Grandeur—— | ' 

Eſep. There I interrupt you, Friend, Thave a weak Bo- 
dy that will ne er be able to bear that Title. a 
2 Tra. D'ye hear that, Neighbour ? What ſhall we call 
him now? 
1 Tra. Why, call buns call him „ his Excelleney; try 30 
what that will do. 1 wy! | 
2 Tra. May it pleaſe your Excellency—— „ 
Eſop. Excellency's a long Word, it takes up too much 
time in Buſineſs: Tell me what you'd have in few Words, 
2 Tra. Neighbour, this Man will never * 
Ten thouſand Pounds to be made a Lord. 
But what what ſhall I ſay to os now? _ 
He puts me quite aut of my 4 7 
1 Tra. Why cen talk to him as we do to one another 
2 Tra. Shall I? Why fol will then. Hem! Neigh- 
bour; we want a new Governor, Neighbour, | | 
E A new Governor, Friend 1 TY wh 
ra. RVs. Friend. © 
Tap. Why what's the matter with your ed ed 
a. What's the matter! ; 


— 5 8 


Why he grows rich; that's the matter: nth 
e n innocent; — 5 _ 
1 Eq. 


» 


on he og $a 
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* Does he uſe any of you harſhly ? Or puniſh you 
ut a Fault? 

3 No, but he grows as rich as a Miſer; his Purſe 

is ſo cram'd, it's ready to burſt a 

Efop. When 'tis full *twill hold no more; a new Go. 
vernor will have an empty one. 

2 Tra. Fore Gad, Neighbour, the little Gentle man's 
in the right on't. 

1 Tra. Why truly I don't know but he may: 
For now it comes in my Head, 


It coſt me more Money to fat my Hog, 


Than to keep him fat when he was fo. 
Pr'ythee tell him we'll keep our old Governor. 

2 Tra. III dot. Why, look you, Sir, d'ye fee me; 
having ſeriouſly confider'd of the matter, my Neighbour 


ax an, and I here, we are content to jog on a little longer 
with him we have: but if a do us another Courteſy, 


— might. 

Eſop. What's that, Friend ? 

2 Tra. Why that's this: Our King craſus is a very 
good — as a Man may fay : But——a——but—— 


Taxes are h 1785 1 't pleaſe. you ; and por 


Men want 'ye ſee me: It's very hard, as we 


think, that tho: oor of hr work to maintain the Rich. 


If there were no Taxes, we ſhou'd do pretty well. 
1 Tra, Taxes indeed are very burdenſome. 


Eſop. I'll tell you a Story, Countrymen. | 


Once on a time, the Hands and and Fes, 
As Mutineers, grew mighty 
They met, caball'd, — ty ef Tread, | 
| They ſwore by Joe they knew no Reaſon. | 
The Belly ſhou'd have all the Meat, 
It was a damn'd notorions Cheat, ſeat, ] 


They did the Work, and--Death and Hell, they'd ) 


The Belly who ador'd good Chear, 
Had like t ove dy'd away for Fear: 


paths he, good Folks, 2 little know n 8 4 


| t tis you are about to do; 

If I am ſtarv'd, what will become of yow?; 

We neither Ane nor care, cry d they, | 

But this we will be bold to ſay, 

We'll ſee you damn'd 

Before we'll work, 

And you receive the Pay. „ 
TOL, T.” K With 


— 
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FA With that the Hands to Pocket went 
Full Wriſt-band deep, | 
The Legs and Feet fel faſt aſleep: 
Their Liberty they had ere | 
And all, except the Belly, ſeem'd 
Extremely well content. 3-6 
But mark what follow'd ; *twas not long 
Before the rightbecame the wrong, 4 
The Mutineers were grown ſo weak, 
They found 'twas more than time to ſqueak ; 
They call for Work, but *twas too late. | 
The Stomach (like an aged Maid, 
Shrunk up, for want of human Aid) 
The common Debt of Nature paid, 
And with its Deſtiny entertain'd their Fate. 


What think you of this Story, Friends, ha? Come, 
you look. like wiſe Men; I'm ſure you underſtand what's 
for your Feeds in giving Part of what you have, you ſe- 
cure all the reſt: If the King had no Money, there cou'd 
be no Army; and if there were no Army, your Enemies 
wou d be amongſt you: One Day's Pillage wou'd be worſe 
than twenty Years Taxes ! What ſay ye? Is't not fo? 

2 Tra. B my troth I think he's-in the right on't again. 
Who'd think that little Hump-back of his ſhould have 
ſo much Brains in't, Neighbour ? 73158 

Ejop. Well, honeſt. Men, is there any thing elſe that I 
can ſerve you in? 5 Pe OTE. | | 

1. Tra. D'ye hear that, Humphry Why that was 
civil now. But Courtiers ſeldom want Good- breeding; 
let's give the Devil his due. Why, to tell you the truth, 
honeſt Gentleman, we had a whole Budget full of Griey- 
ances to complain of. But I thinx ——a———Ha, Neigh- 
bour, we had een as good let em alone. 

1 Tra. Why good feath I think ſo too; for by all I can 
ſee, we are like to make no great hond on't. Beſides, be- 
tween thee and me, I begin to daubt, whether aur Griev- 
ances do us ſuch a plaguy deal of Miſchief as we fancy. 

2 Tra. Or put the Caſe they did, Humphry; T'ſe afraid 
he that goes to a Courtier, in 3 to get fairly rid of em, 

may be ſaid, (in aur Country Diale&) to take the wrong 
Sow by the Ear. But ' here's Neighbour Roger, he's 2 
Wit, lers leave him to him. [ Excuni. 


= 
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utter Ro | a Country Bumphin, looks ſeriouſly upon Eſop; 
" th then burſts out a e n. 


Rog. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha: Did ever Mon behold the 

like? Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha a 
Eſop- Haſt tnou any Buſineſs with me, Friend ? 

| Rog. Yes, by my troth, have | 

But 7 Roger were to be hang'd up fort, 

Look you now, he cou'd not hold laughing 

What I have in my Mind, out it comes: But bar that: 

I'ſe an honeſt Lad as well as another. | 
Eſop. My time's dearer to me than yours, Friend; have 

you any thing to ſay to me? | ; 

| * Rog. Gadſwookers, do People uſe to aſk for Folks 

when they have nothing to ſay to em? I'ſe tell you my 
Buſineſs. a 5 ; 5 


* 


Eſop. Let's hear it. 1 | 
Rog. I have, as you ſee, a little Wit. 
Rog. I live in a Village hard by, and I'ſe the beſt Man 
in it, tho' I ſay it that ſhou'd not fay it. I have good 
Drink in my Cellar, and good Corn in my Barn; I have 
Cows and Oxen, Hogs and Sheep, Cocks and Hens, and 
Geeſe and Turkeys : But the Truth will out, and ſo let it 
out. I'ſe e'en tired of being call'd plain Roger. I has a 
Leather Purſe, and in that Purſe there's many a fair Half- 
Crown, with the . re Face upon 1t, God bleſs 
him; and with this Money I have a mind to bind myſelf. 
*Prentice to a Courtier : It's a good Trade, as I have heard 
fay ; there's Money ſtirring : Let a Lad be but diligent, 
and do what he's bid, be ſhall be let into the Secret, and 
ſhare part of the Profits; T have not lived to theſe Years 
for nothing: Thoſe that will ſwim muſt go into deep Wa- 
ter: I'ſe get our Wife Joan to be tle Queen's Chamber- 
maid; and then Crack, ſays I; and forget all my 


Acquaintance. But to come to the Buſineſs. You who 


are the King's great Favourite, I deſire you'd be pleas'd to 
fell me ſome of your Friendſhip, that I may get a Court 
Place. Come, you ſhall chuſe me one yourſelf ; you look 
like a ſhrewd Man; by the Maſs you do. 
Eſop. I chuſe thee a Place! 


* 


Rog. Yes : I would willingly have it ſuch a fort of a 
Place, as wou'd coſt little, and bring in a great deal; in 


a Word, much Profit, and rothing to do. | 
2275 * Ep. 
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ſwookers; and he that ſays I am-. *Zbu 


———ů es — — 


— 


your Parts? I'm well, 


your Reaſons 
for nothing. 


we are weary, eat till we burſt, drink 
then ſwap into Bed, and ſnore till we rife to Breakfaſt, 


Eſop. But you muſt name what Poſt you think aa fait 
your Humour. F 
Rog. Why Te pratty indifferent as to that: Secretary of 


State, or Butler; twenty Shillings more, twenty Shillings 


leſs, is not the thing I ſtand upon. I'ſe no a God- 


he lies 1 
There's my Humour now. FF 
Eſop. But hark you, Friend, you ſay you are well as 


you are, why then do you deſire to hangs ra] 


Rog. Why what a . now is there for a Man of 
ye ſee me; and what of all that? 

I deſire to be better: There's an Anſwer for you. [afide.] 
Let Roger alone with him. 8 
Eſop. Very well: This is reaſoning; and I love a Man 
ſhould reaſon with me. But let us enquire a little whether 
are good or not. You ſay at home you want 


o 


Eſop. You have good Drink, _ 


Rog. Nothing, *fore George. 
7 Ebud the beſt i'th* Pariſh. [Siaging.] And dawne 


it merrily goes, my Lad, and dawne it merrily goes. 


Eſop. Vou eat heartily ? | 
Rog. I have a noble Stomach. 
Efop. Vou ſleep well? WT 3 
Rog. Jul as I drink, till I can ſleep no longer. 
Efop. You have ſome honeſt Neighbours? | _ 
Rog. Honeſt ! *Zbud ve are all ſo, the Tawne raund, 


we live like Breether, when one can ſerve another, he 
does it with all his. Heart and Guts; when we have any 


thing that's good, we eat it together, Holidays and Sun- 


days we play at Nine-pins, tumble upon the Graſs with | 


wholeſome young Maids, laugh till we lit daunce till 
vill we are fleepy, 


Eſop. And all this thou wou'dft leave to go to Court. 
I'll tell thee what once happen TU]. 


A Mouſe, who long had liv'd at Court, ae 
Vet ne er the better Chriſtian for't) | | ; 
alking one Day to ſee ſome Country Sport, 

He met a home-bred Village-Mouſe, . _ 

Who with an awkward Speech and Bow, _ _. 

That ſavour'd much of Cart and Plow, | $ 

Made a ſhift, I know not how, es 
I' invite him to his Houſe, 


f Quoth 
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Quoth he; my Lord, I doubt you'll find 

Our Country Fare of homely kind; 

But by my troth, you're welcome to t. 
Y'ave that, and Bread and Cheeſe to boot: 
And ſo they fat and din F 

KReog. Very well. | 

E 5. The Courtier cou'd have: eat at leaſt 

As muchas any Houſhold Pr ieſt, 

But thought himſelf oblig'd in feeding, 

To ſhew the difference of Town - breeding; 

He pick'd and cull'd, and turn'd the Meat, 
He champ'd and che wd, and cou'd not eat; 
No toothleſs Woman at F ourſcore, 

Was ever ſeen to mumble more. 5 
He made a thouſand ugly Faces, | 
Which (as ſometimes in Ladies caſes) } 
Were all deſign'd for Airs and Graces. 

Rog. Ha, 4 
4 7p. At laſt he from the Table roſe, 

Hepick'd his Teeth, and blow'd his 2 

And with an eaſy Negligence, 

As tho' he lately came from France, 

He made a careleſs«dliding Bow: | 

Fore Gad, quoth he, I. don't know how 

1 ſhall return your friendly Treat; 

But if you'll take a bit of Meat 

In Town with me; 

You there ſhall ſee 

How we poor Courtiers eat. 

F fx. it for tat ; that was friendly. 

op. There needed no more Invitation” 
| To der a Country Squire i th Nation * 
Exactly to the time he came, 


Punctual as Woman when ſhe meets 


A Man between a pair of Sheets, 

As good a Sevithach, and as little Shame. 

Rog. Ho, ho, ho, ho, ho. 

| Ee. To ſay the Truth, he found good Chear | 
3 With Wine, inſtead of Ale and Beer: | 
But juſt as they ſat down to eat, en 
27 * bouncing in a hungry Cat. 

O Lord, O Lord, Lord! 

BG: The nimble Courtier ſkipt from Table, 

The Squire leapt too, as he was able ; | 


— 


It can't be ſaid that they were beat, 


It was no more than a t; . 
N 105 Which 
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Which when an Army, not to fight 
* Day- light, runs away by Night, 
Was ever judg'd a great and glorious Feat. 

Kag. Ever, ever, ever. 
Eſop. The Cat retir d, Our Gueſts return; 
The Danger paſt becomes their Scorn, 
They fall to eating as before, 
The Butler rumbles at the Door. 
Rog. Good Lord | 
2 To Boot and Saddle again they ſound. 
og. Ta ra, tan tan ta ra, ra ra tan ta ra. oY 
Eſep. They frown, as they wou'd ſtand their 
Ground, J 
But (like ſome of our Friends) they found 
Twas ſafer much to ſcour. 
Rog. Tantive, Tantive, Tantive, &c. 
Eſop. At length the Squire, who hated Arms, 

Mas ſo perplex d with theſe Alarms, | 
He roſe up in a kind of Heat, 
Udſwookers, quoth he, with all your Meat, 

IJ will maintain, a Diſh of Peaſe, 
A. Radiſh, and a Slice of Cheele, 
With a good Deſert of Eaſe, | 
Is much a better Treat. 

However, - ; * YR; 
Since every Man ſhou'd have his due, | 
I own, Sir, I'm oblig'd to you 
For your Intentions at your Board: 

But Pox upon your courtly Crew 


Roger. Amen, I pray the Lord. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! 
Now the De'el cuckold me if this Story be not worth a 
Sermon. Give me Tour Hond, Sir.—If it had na 
been for your friendly, Advice, I was going to be Fool 
enough, to be Secretary of State. | 
— Well, go thy ways home, and be wiſer for the 

ture. ä N | 
Reg. And ſo I will; For that ſame Mauſe, your Friend, 
was a witty Perſon. Gadſbudlikins; and fo our Wife 
Joan ſhall know : For between you and I, tis ſhe has put 
me upon going to Court. Sir, ſhe has been ſo praud, ſo 
faucy, ſo rainpant, ever ſince I brought her home a lac'd 
1 and a pink - coloured pair of Shoe: ſtrings, from 

ickledaune Fair, the Parſon o'th* Pariſh can't rule her; 
and that you'll ſay's much. But ſo much for that. Nav 
I thank you for your good Caunſe], honeſt little 2 


— 


dem cmd A. a4 hs rs, * 
" 
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man; and to ſhew that I'ſe not ungrateful Give me 
our Hand once more If you'll take the pains but to 


: 


walk dawne to aun Tawne——a Word in your Ear—lI'ſfe 


ſend you ſo drunk whome again, you ſhall. remember 

friendly Roger as long as you have Breath in your Body. 

| 5 5 [ Exit Roger. 
Eſop [ſolus.] Farewel, what. I both envy and deſpile x 

Thy Happineſs and Ignorance.provoke me.. | 

How noble were the thing call'd Knowledge, 

Did it but. lead us to a Bliſs like thine !. | 

But there's a ſecret Curſe in Wiſdom's Train, 

Which on its Pleaſures ſtamps perpetual Pain, } 

And makes the wiſe Man Loſer by his Gain. [Exit. - 


ACT III. 
Enter Eſop. 


Eſop. "HO waits there? [ Enter Servant.) If there 
" W be any body that has Buſineſs with me, let 
'em in. 5 
Serv. Ves, Sir. [Exit Serv. 
Euter Quaint, who flands at a diflance, making a gres: 
ber: many fawuing Bows. | 


Efop. Well, Friend, who are you? : 
. My Name's 2yaint, Sir, the profoundeſt of all 
your Honour's humble Servants. | 7 
Eſop. And what may your Buſineſs be with me, Sir? 
. My Buſineſs, Sir, with every Man, is firſt of all 


to do ham Service. 


Eſop. And your next is, I ſuppoſe, to be pail t.1't 
twice as much as tis worth, . ES. 
Qu. Your Honour's moſt. obedient humble Servan:. 

E/op. Well, Sir, but upon what account am I going o 


be oblig' d to you! 


2%. Sir, I'm a Genealogiſt. 
Eſop. A Genealogiſt! : 
Dx. At your Service, Sir. 
Eſop. So, Sir. 


Nu. Sir, I am inform' d from common Fame, as well as 
from ſome little private familiar Intelligence, That your 


Wiſdom is entering into Treaty with the Primum Mobile 


of Good and Evil, a fine Lady. I have travell'd, Sir; 1 


K 4 have 
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have read, Sir; I have conſider d. Sir; nd I Ind, Sit, 
that the Nature of a fine Lady is to be——a fine Lady, Sir; 
a fine Lady's a fine Lady, Sir, all the World over; ſhe 
loves a fine Houſe, fine Furniture, fine Clothes, fine Li- 
veries, fine Petticoats, fine Smocks ; and if ſhe ſtops there 
| ſhe's a fine Lady indeed, Sir. But to come to my 
Point. It being the Lydiar Cuſtom, that the fair Bride 
ſhould be preſented on her Wedding-day with ſomethin 
that may ſignify the Merit and the Worth of her dread 
Lord _ Maſter, I thought the noble Eſep's Ho ree 
might be the welcomeſt Gift that he could offer. If his 
Honour be of the ſame Opinion I'll ſpeak a bo 
Word; there's ne'er a Herald in all Aa he ] put bett 
Blood in his Veins, than sir, your humble Servant, 
Jacob Quart. 

. Efop. Doſt thou then know my Father, Friend? For I 
| prote to thee I am a Stranger to him. 


Qua. Your Father Sir, ha, ha! I knew every Man's 


Father, Sir; and every Man's Grandfather, and ev 
Man's Great Grandfather. Why, Sir, I'm a Herald by 
Nature, my Mother was a Welch-avoman. 
| 4 p. A Welch-weman ? Pr'ythee cf what Country $ 
that? | 
Qua. That, Sir, is a Country in the World's Backſide, 
where every Man is born a Gentleman, and a Genealogiſt. 
Sir, I cou'd tell my Mother's Pedigree before I could ſpeak 
plain; which, to ſhew you the Depth of my Art, and-the 
Strength of my Memory, I'll trundle you down in an 
NO Noœab had three Sons, Shem, Ham, and Japhet ; 
S 
Efop. Hold, I conjure thee in the Name of all thy An- 
ceſtors. 
Qua. Sir, I con'd take it higher, but I begin at Noab 
for brevity's ſake. 
Eſep. No more on't, I intreat thee. 
Qua. Your Honour's impatient, perhaps, to hear your 
en Deſcent. A Word to the Wiſe is enough. Hem, bem : 
Solomon, the wiſe King of Fudeg———— ._ 
Eſep. Hold, once more! 
2za. Ha, ha; Your Honour's modeſt, but— Sole 
the wiſe King of Judean.—— W 
Eſop. Was my Anceſtor, was he not Y 
Qua. He was, my Lord, which no one ſure can n doubt, 
WW obſerves how much of Prince there * about you. 
8 N "What! Bi my Mien? 


Qua , 


> dt 


Said 
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| 22a. Von have forething——wondrous noble in your 

oat Lo. n 

Eſep. Perſonable too; view me well. 

N. * OY not tall; but majeſtick, 
J ͤ EN kc 
| Ha. A Worldof Syminelry in i | |, 

'Eſop. The Lump upon my Back, 
Nu. N not regular 95 agreeable. 

Efe. Now. by. 


8 


ay Honeſty thou art a Villain, Herald. 
But Flattery's a Thruſt I never fail to parry. Tis a Paſs 
thou ſhould" reſerve for young Fencers; with Feints like 
thoſe they're to be hit: I do not doubt but thou haſt found 
& fs EY es S87 S PIRE CU. OR 


; We muſt confeſs, Sir, I have ſometimes made 'em - 
bleed by*t. But I hope your Honour will pleaſe to excuſe 
me, fince, to ſpeak he Truth, I get my Bread by't, and 
maintain my Wife and Children: And Induſtry, you 
know, Sir, is a commendable thing. Beſides, Sir, I have 
debated the Buſineſs a little with my Conſcience-; for Im 
like the Teſt of my Neighbours, I'd willingly get Money, 
and be ſav'd too, if the thing may be done upon any 
reaſonable Terms: And ſo, Sir, I ſay, to quiet my Con- 
ſcience, I have found out at laſt, that Flattery is a Duty. - 
„„ ii. tots | 

Sa. Ay, Sir, a Duty: For the Duty of all Men is 

to make one another paſs. their time as pleaſantly as they 
can. Now, Sir, here's'a young Lord, who has a great 
deal of Land, a great deal of Title, a great deal of 
Meat, a great deal of Noiſe, a great many Servants, and 
a great many Diſeaſes. I find him very dull, very reſtleſs, - 
tir d with Eafe, cloy'd with Plenty, a Burden to himſelf, - 
and a Plague to his Family. I begin to flatter :* He fprings 
off of the Couch; turns himſelf round in the Glaſs; finds 
all I fay true; cuts a Caper a yard high; his Blood triekles 
round his Veins; his Heart's as light as his Heels; and 
before I leave him——his Purſe is as empty as his Head. 
So we both are content; for we part much happier than we 
met. | | RY = . 
Eſop. Admirable Rogue! what doſt thou think of Mur- 
der and of Rape, are not they Duties too? Wer't not for 
ſuch vile fawning things as thou art, Dr . 

not long be what they are: They'd grow aſham'd of 
Luxury and Eaſe, and rouſe up the old 1 of their Fa- 

thers; leave the purſuit of a poor frighten'd Hare, and 
make their Foes to tremble in her ſtead; furniſn their 
̃ MS | Heads 
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Heads with Sciences and Arts, and fill their Hearts with 
Honour, Truth and Friendſhip ; be generous to 
and juſt to all : drive home their Creditors with Bags of 
Gold, inſtead of chaſing em away with Swords and Staves; 
be faithful to their King and Country both, and ſtab the 
Offerer of a Bribe from either 5; bluſheyen at a wandt ring 
Thought of Vice, and boldfy own they durſt be Friends 
to Virtue; trembling at nothing but the Frowns of Hea- 
wen, and be no more aſhani'd 55 him that made em. 
Qua. [afide.] If I ſtand to hear this Crump preach a 
little longer, I ſhall be Fool enough Hunke to be bubbled 
out of my Livelihood, and fo loſe a Bird in the Hand for 
two in the Buſh. Sir, my I _ * been able to bring 
you to a good Opinion of yourſelf, tis very probable I 
"Tha Carte vrevall with you to have one of ns. But if 
_ you pleaſe to do me the favour to forget me, I ſhall ever 


eee ene 


4... i a tie orgs Tidhon 
Eſep. Hold; if I let thee go, and give thee nothing, 
'thou'lt be apt to grumble at me; and therefore who 


waits there? 


- 


— 
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. 2ua. [a cds.] L don't like his Looks, by Gad. 
 £fop. TY A thee, with a Token of my Love. 
Sa. A. — another time, Sir, will do as well. 
Eſop. No; I love to be out of Debt, tho" tis being out 
of the Faſhion. So, d'ye hear! Give this honeſt Gen- 
tleman half a ſcore good Strokes on the Back with a 
. J oy pe td r | 
- y no means in the World, 


3 8 | 4 175 . 
; | g F Ts | | | Pr G Aung K Tan, 
8 Eſop. Indeed, Sir, you ſhall take em. 


5 | p . * 
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Suna. Sir, I don't merit half your Bounty. 1 
„ r oi ad bane 
Dua. Your Generolity makes me bluſh, [ Looking about 15 
to make his eſcap e] | Tart 
Eſop. That's your Modeſty, Si. 75 
Dua. Sir, you are pleaſed to compliment. But a 
twenty Pedigrees for a clear Coaſt. ¶ Running off, the Ser. 


i 75 War upon him down Stairs, Fellow; Id dot 
Et, were I but nimble enough; but he makes haſte, to 
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| Enter Servant. ; 
Serv. Sir, here's a Lady in great haſte, deſires to ſpeak 


with you. TIO 155 
Eſep. Let her come in. 


Enter Aminta, wWerbngg. 


Amin. O Sir, if you don't help me, I'm undone. 
125 What, what's the matter, Lady ? | 
min. My Daughter, Sir, my Daughter's run away 
with a filthy Fellow. 1353 | 
Eſab. A ſlippery Trick indeed! 


Amin. For Heaven's ſake, Sir, ſend immediately. to 
wa 'em, and ſeize em. But 'tis in vain, 'twill be too 
ate, *twill be too late; I'll warrant at this very moment 
they are got together in a Room with a Couch in't; all's 
gone, all's gone; tho' twere made of Gold *tis loſt: 
Oh! my Honour, my Honour. A forward Girl ſhe was 
always; I ſaw it in her Eyes the very Day of her Birth. 

Eſop. That indeed was early; but how do you know 
ſhe's gone with a Fellow? + On a 

Amin. J have een her own inſolent Hand-writing for't :- 
Sir, take but the pains to read what a Letter ſhe has left 
me, | | 1 i | 
Eſep Reads. I love and am below'd, and that's the Rea» 
fon I ran away. Short, but ſignificant ! I'm ſure 
there's no Body knows better than your Ladyſhip what 
Allowances are to be made to Fleſh and Blood; I therefore 
bope this from your Juſtice, that what you bade dane three 
ow yourſelf, you'll pardon once in your Daughter. The 

ickens.! : "Ex 

Amin. Now, Sir, what do you think of the Buſineſs ? 

Eſop. Why truly, Lady, I think it one of the moſt na- 


z 


tural Bufineſics I have met with. a great while. I'II tell 


you a Story. | Bo | 
A Crab-fiſh once her Daughter told, 
(In Terms that ſavour'd. much of Scold) 
dhe cou'd not bear to fee her go, | 
Sidle, ſidle, to and fro; DEE REN > Ha 
The Devil's in the Wench, quoth ſhe, 
When fo much Money has been paid, 
To poliſh you ike me 
It makes me almoſt mad to ſee _ | 
V are till fo aukward, an ungainly Jade 
Her 
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: Her Daug hter ſmil'd, and look'd a- ſcew, 
She anſwer 20 for. to give her her due) 
Pertly, as moſt Folks Daughters do : 
Madam, your Ladyſhip, quoth ſhe, 
Is pleas'd to blame in me fin 
What, on Enquiry, you ma d, 
Admits a paſſable Excuſe, * 4 ö 
From a Proverb much in uſe, ; 
That Cat will after kind. 
2 Sir, I took you to be a Man better bred, than to 
liken a Lady to a Crab-fiſh. 
| 4h What I want in Good- breeding, Lady, I have 
in Truth and Honeſty : As what you have wanted in Vir- 
tue, you have had in a good Face. 

Amin. Have had, Sir! What I have had, I have ſtill; 
and ſhall have a great while, 1 hope. I'm no Grandmo- 
ther, Sir. h 

Eſep. But in a fair way for't, Madam. 

Amin. Thanks to my Daughter's Forwardneſs then, not 
my Years. I'd have you to know, Sir, I have never a 
Wrinkle in my Face. A young pert Slut ! who'd think 
ſhe ſhou'd know ſo much at her Age? 
© Efop. Good Maſters make quick Scholars, Lady ; ſhe 

bas learn'd her Exerciſe from you. | 
; — 85 But where's the Remedy, Sir 5 | 
. In trying if a good Example will reclaim her, as 
an 1 one has debauch'd her. Live phate, and avoid 
Scandal. | 

Amin. Never ſpeak it; 1 can.no more » than I can 
go to Church twice of a Sunday. * ä 

Eſop. Wibur, your youthful Blood boils in your Veins,. 
Fl warrant? 

Amin. I have Warmth enough to edpre the Air. old 
Gentleman. I need not ſhut myſelf up in a Houle theſe 
twenty Years. 

EPp. Lid. ] She takes a long Leaſe of Lewdneſs : She'll 
be an admirable Tenant to Luit. 

Amin. [walking haſtily to and fre.] People think when 

a Woman is turn'd Forty, ſhe's od enough to turn out of 
the World: But I tay, when a Woman is turn'd Forty, 
ſhe's old enough to have more Wit. The moſt can be 
faid is, her Face is the worſe for wearing: I' anſwer for 
all the reſt of her Fabricx. The Men wou'd be to be pi- 
ty'd, by my troth, wou'd they, if we ſhou'd quit the 
Stage, and 9 em nothing but a parcel of young pert 
| Sluts, 
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sluts, that neither know how to ſpeak Senſe, nor keep 
themſelves clean. But don't let 'em fear, we an't going 
yet——[Eſop flares upon ber, and as ſbe turns from bim, 
runs off the Stage.) How now! What left alone! An 
unmannerly Piece of Deformity | Methinks he might have 
had Senſe enough to have made Love to me. But I have 
found Men ſtrangely dull for the laſt ten or twelve Years : 
Sure they'll mend in time, or the World won't be worth 


living in. 
| For let Philoſophers ſay all they can, 5 
The Source of Woman's Joys is plae d in Man. 
| | Xe LExit. 


Enter Learchus and Euphronia, Doris following at a Di 


tance. 


Lear. [to Euph.) I muſt tell you, Miſtreſs, I'm too 
mild with you ; Parents ſhou'd never intreat their Chil- 
dren, nor will I hereafter. Therefore, in a Word, let 
Eſop be lov'd, let Oronces be hated, let one be a Peacock, 
let t'other be a Bat: I'm Father, you are Daughter; I 
command, and you ſhall obey. x. N 

Euph. I never yet did otherwiſe; nor ſhall I now, Sir; 
but pray let Reafon guide oe. 

Lear. So it does : But tis my own, not yours, Huſſy. 

Dor. Ah—— Well, III fay no more; but were J in her 
Place, by the Maſs I'd have a tug fort. 3-2 the; 

Lear. Demon, born to diftract me. Whence art thou, 
in the Name of Fire and Brimſtone? Have I not ſatisfy d 
thee ? Have I not paid thee what's thy due? And have 
not I turn'd thee out of Doors, with Orders never more to 
ride my Threſhold, ha? Anſwer, abominahle Spirit; 
what is't that makes thee haunt me? | 

Dor. A fooliſh-Paſſion, to do you good in ſpite of your 
Teeth : Pox on me for my Zeal, I fay. TEE 

Lear. And Pox on thee, and thy Zeal too, I fay. 

Dor Now if it were not for her ſake more than for 
yours, I'd leave all to your own. Management, to be re- 
' veng'd of you. But rather than I'Il ſee that ſweet thing 
facrificed——1'Il play the Devil in your Houſe, ; 

Lear. Patience, I ſummon thee to my Aid. 

Dor. Paſſion, I defy, thee ; to the laſt Drop of my Blood 
I'll maintain my Ground. What have you to charge me 
with? ſpeak : I love your Child better than you do, and 
you can't bear that, ha? is't not ſo? Nay, it's well y'are 
alham'd on't ; there's ſome ſign of Grace ſtill. Look you, 
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ſoft, warm, wiſhing young LY 
handſome, vigorous, young Fel 
poſitive, covetous, old Father, and he forces you to ma 


Sir, in few Words, you'll make me mad; and twere 
enough to make any body mad (who has Brains endugh to 
be 100 to ſee ſo much Virtue ſhip-wreck'd at the very Port. 
The World never ſaw a Virgin better qualify'd ; fo witty, 
ſo diſcreet, ſo modeſt, ſo chaſte :; in a Word, I brought 
her up myſelf, and *twould be the Death of me, to ſee ſo 
virtuous a Maid become a lewd Wife ? which is the uſual 
Effect of Parents Pride and Covetouſneſs. | ; 
Lear. How, Strumpet ! wou'd any thing be able to de- 
bauch my Daughter ? „ 
Dor. Your Daughter! yes, your Daughter, and myſelf 
into the Bargain: A Woman's but a Woman; and I'll 
lay a hundred Pound on Nature's Side. Come, Sir, few 
Words diſpatch Buſineſs. Let who will be the Wife of 
Eſap, ſhe's a Fool, or he's a Cuckold. But you'll never 
have a true Notion of this Matter, till you ſuppoſe yourſelf 
in your Daughter's Place. As thus: You are a pretty, 
: I'm a ſtraight, proper, 
ow. Lou have a peeviſh, 


alittle, lean, crooked, dry, ſapleſs Huſband. This Huf 
band's gone abroad, you are left at homes I make you a 
Viſit ; find you all alone; the Servant to pulls the Door; the 
Devil comes in at the Window, I begin to wheedle, you 
begin-to I” like my Perſon, and therefore believe 
all I fay; ſo I make you an Atheiſt, and then 1 make. 
you a Whore. Thus the World goes, Sir. 
Lear. Pernicious Peſtilence! Has not thy eternal. 
' * 1 56g 


Tongue run down its Larum yet? 


Dor. Fes. V 
Lear. Then go out of my Houſe, Abomination. 
Dor. I'l] not ſtir a Foot. 1 | 


Lear. Who waits there? Bring me my great Stick. 
Dor. Bring you a Stick l bring you a Head-piece; that 
you'd call for, if you knew your own Wants 
Lear. Death and Furies, the Devil, and fo forth; I ſhall 


run diſtracted. „ 
Euph. Pray, Sir, don't be fo angry at her. I'm ſure 


ſhe means well, tho' ſhe may have an odd way of expreſ- 


fing herſelf. IO, ; re 
; Ferns What, you like her meaning ? who doubts it, 


Offspring of Venus? But I'll make you ftay your Stomach. 


with Meat of my chuſing, you liquonſh young Baggage 
you. In a word, Eſop's the Man; and To-morrow he 
ſhall be your Lord and Maſter. But ſince he can't be fa-_ 
tisficd unleſs he has your Heart, as well as all the reſt of 

1 | your 


© 
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your Trumpery, let me ſee e him in ſuch a man- 
ner that he may think himſelf your Choice as well as mine; 
'twill make him eſteem your Judgment : For we uſually 

eſs at other People's Underftandings, by their approv- 
ing our Actions and king our Faces. See here the great 
Man comes! [To Dor. ] Follow me, Inſolence ; and leave 
em to. expreſs their Paſſion to each other. [To Euph.!] 
Remember my laſt Word to you is, obey,  _ 

Dor. [to Euph. afide.] And remember my laſt Advice 
to you is, rebel, [Exit Lear, Dor. following him. 

Euph. Alas, I'm good-natured: the laſt thing that's 
faid to me uſually leaves the deepeſt Impreſſion, _ 5 


Enter Eſop; they ſtand ſome time without ſpeaking. 


Eſop. ——They ſay, that Lovers, for want of Words, 
have Eyes to ſpeak with. I'm afraid you de not under- 
ſtand the Language of mine, fince yours, I find, will make 
no Anſwer to em. But I muſt tell you, Lady, there is a 
numerous 'Train of youthful Virgins, that are endow'd 
with Wealth and Beauty too, who yet have thought it 
worth their Pains and Care to point their Darts at E/p's 
homely Breaſt ; whilſt you ſo much contemn what they 
purſue, that à young ſenſeleſs Fop's prefer'd before me. 


Euph. Did you but know that Fop you dare to term ſo, 


his very Looks wow'd fright you into nothing. 
Eſp. ( (“„ 
| 5. How! © 155 

uph. I can't bear it. 8 

Eſop. A Parroquet, can prattle and look gaudy. 

Euph. It may be ſo; but let me paint him and you in 
your proper Colours, I'll do it exactly, and you ſhall 
judge which I ought to chuſe. | 

Efop. No, hold; I'm naturally not over-curious ; be- 
ſides, tis Pride makes People have their Pictures drawn. 

Eupb. Upon my word, Sir, 1 may have yours taken 
a hundred times before any Body will believe tis done upon 
that accounts 5 ; 

Eſop. [ aſide.] How ſevere ſhe is upon me! You are 
reſolv'd then to perſiſt, and be fond of your Feather; ſigh 
for a Perriwig, and die for a Cravat-ftring. 

Euph. Methinks, Sir, you might treat with more re- 
ſpe& what I've thought fit to own I value; your Affronts 
to him are doubly ſuch to me; if you continue your pro- 
voking Language, you muſt expect my Tongue will fally 
| ” N too; 


Ih. E s O b. 


too; and if you are as wiſe as Geae-would: make you, you 
can't but. Know. IL ſhou'd have Theme enough. | 
. But is it poſſible you A Ln: 9 : 


Eupb. Why do jou e 
Ee. Becauſe no Bod ady, 2 57 much at thay = 

a — hark you, young able is to Ia 
time; and Nene one Ga bleſs the rel Kad, 
rain of Wretches curſe the Inſtitution. You are in on 

e | Ware Hearts are young and tender, a pleaſin 

ag gets Admittance ſoon. But ſince to Marriage = ere's 
1 the dread ful Words; For * the. OY Ex- 
ample ought to move vou-. 


A Peacock once of Gplendid 3 
Say, gaudy, foppiſh, vain——a Beau, 
Attack d A ud oung Pheaſant's Heart 
With ſuch Succels, 1944 
| He pleas' d her, tho” he. made her ſmart ; 3+ 
He pierc'd her with ſo much Addreſs, 1 
She ſmil'd the Moment that he fix'd hie Dart. 
A Cuckow in a neighbouring . 1 
Kich, honeſt, ugly, old——like me, 
Lo d her as he Jo d his Life: 8 IR 
No pamper'd Prieſt e er ſtudy d more 
To make a virtuous Nun a Whore, - IS 
Than he to get her for his Wife, 400 
But all his Offers ſtill were 8 
His Limbs were weak, his Fac it enz 
Beauty, Youth, and Vigour weigh'd - : 
With the warm defuring 1 maid : SY 
No Bird, ſhe cry'd, wou'd ſerve 33 . 
But what cou'd quench as well 5s burn, © on Ro 
She'd have a young Gallant ; fo one ſhe ha d. ROM, 
But ere a Month was come and gone, . 
The Bride began to change her tone, 4 
She found a young Gallant was an inconſtant one. | 
She wander'd to a neighbouring Grove, 
Where after muſing long on Love, the 1 
She told her Conf. nt, ſhe found | b. Pr; 
Wen for one's Life one muſt be bound, ; 
_ (Tho! Youth indeed was a delicious Bait) | 
An aged. Huſband, rich, tho: plain, N 
Woud give a laviſh Wife lefs Pain; 3 
And what was more, was ſooner flain, 


| — was a thing of weight, 


' Behold, 


* 


E S OF. 1 
Behold, young Lady, here, the Cuckow of tlie Fable; 
I'm deform' d tis true, yet I have found the means to make 
Figure amongſt Men, that well has recompens'd the 
Wrongs of Nature; my Rival's Beauty promiſes you 
much ; perhaps my homely Form might mal you more z 
at leaſt conſider ont, tis worth your Thought, ö 
Eupb. I muſt confeſs, my Fortune wou d be greater; 
But what's a Fortune to a Heart like mine? | 
'Tis true, I'm but a young Philoſopher, 
Vet in that little ſpace my Glaſs has run, 
I've ſpent ſome time in ſearch of Happineſs : 
The fond Purſuit J ſoon obſerv'd of Riches, 
Inclin'd me enquire into their Worth : ; 
I found their Value was not in themſelves, 
But in their Power to grant what we cou'd aſk 
I then proceeded to my own Deſires, „ 
To know what ſtate of Life wou'd ſuit with them: 
I found 'em moderate in their Demands, 
They neither aſk'd for Title, State, or Power: 
They ſlighted the aſpiring Poſt of Envy: 
'Tis true, they trembled at the Name Contempt 
A general Eſteem was all they wiſh'd ; 
And that I did not doubt might be obtain'd, 
If furniſh'd but with Virtue and Good-nature 3 
My Fortune prov'd ſufficient to afford me 
Conveniences of Life and Independence. 
This, Sir, was the Reſult of my Enquiry 
And by this Scheme of Happineſs I build, Fl 
When J prefer the Man I love to you. 
Eſep. How wiſe, how witty, and how cleanly young 
Women grow, as ſoon as ever they are in love! gs 
Euph. How foppiſh, how impertinent, and. how nau- 
ſeous are old Men, when they pretend ta be ſo too! 
Eſop. How pert is Youth ! 
Euph. How dull is Age 
1 Why ſo ſharp, young Lady ? 
upb. Why fo blunt, old Gentleman? KT 
Eſop. Tis enough; I'll to your Father, I know how 
to deal with him, tho' I don't know how to deal with 
you. Before To-morraw Noon, Damſel, Wife ſhall be 
written on your Brow, 7 Yo! Exit Eſop. 
Euph. Then before To-morrow Night, Stateſman, 
Huſband ſhall be ſtampt upon your Forehead, 


ACT 
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5 A r "Iv. my 
Enter Oronces and Doris. 


Dor. DAtience, I beſeech you. „ 
I Oron. Patience! What, and ſee that lovely 
Creature thrown into the Arms of that pedantick Mon- 
ſer: *Sdeath, I'd rather ſee the World reduc'd to Atoms, 
Mankmd turn'd into Crawfiſh, and myſelf an old Wo- 
man. | | 
Dor. So you think an old Woman a very unfortunate 
thing, I fnd ; but you are miſtaken, Sir; ſhe may plague 


other Folks, but ſhe's as entertaining to herſelf, as any 


one part of the Creation. 1 
Oron. [walking to and 79-1 She's the Devil——and 
I'm one of the damn'd, I think. But I'll make ſomebo. 
dy howl for't, I will fo. L | | 
Der. You'll &en do as all the young Fellows in the 
Town do, ſpoil your own Sport: Ah-——had young 
Mens Shoulders but old Courtiers Heads upon 'em, what 
a delicious Time wou'd they have on't! For ſhame be 
wiſe: for your Miſtreſs's ſake at leaſt uſe ſome Caution. 
Oron. For her fake I'll reſpect, even like a Deity, her 
Father. He ſhall ſtrike me, he ſhall tread upon me, and 
find me humbler even than a crawling Worm, for I'll not 
turn again; but for Eſop, that unfiniſh'd Lump, that 
Chaos of Humanity, I'll uſe him —nay, expect it, 


| _ I'll do't the firſt Moment that I fee him, 
Dor. Not challenge him, I hope———'Twould be a 


pretty fight truly, to ſee E/op drawn up in Battalia; Fye 
; Ko, be Lie once 3 Life; think of gaining 
time, by putting off the Marriage for a Day or two, and 
not of waging War with a Pigmy. Vonder's the old 
Gentleman walking by himſelf in the Gallery; go and 
wheedle him, you know his weak ſide; he's good - natur d 
in the Bottom. Stir up his. old fatherly Bowels a litile, 
T'll warrant you'll move him at laſt: go, get you gone, 
and play your Part diſcreetly. Te. 


* 


Oron. Well, I'll try; but if Words won't do with one, 


Blows ſhall with Cother 3 by Heavens they ſhnall. 
5 p n | [ Exit Orcn, 


Es Doris ſola. 
Nay, 1 reckon we ſhall have rare work on't by and by. 
Shi | us, kind Heaven, what things are Men in 1 * 
| ty 


are Stocks and Stones; then they are Fire and 


Now th : | 

G ler; firſt whining and crying, then ſwearing and 
damning: This Moment they are in love, and next Mo- 
ment they are out of love; Ah —cou'd we but live with- 
gut em bud it's in vain to think ont. [ Exit. 


Enter Eſop at one Side of the Stage, Mrs. Forge-will 
2244, * 


Forg. Sir, I'm your moſt devoted Servant: What I ſay 
is n 2 I do aſſure you. | 9 

Eſ:p. Madam, as far as you are really mine, I believe I 
may venture to aſſure you, I am yours. 

Forg. I ſuppoſe, Sir, you know that I'm a Widow. 


Eſop. Madam, I don't ſo much as know you are a Wo- 


man. | TR. 
Forg. O ſurprizing! Why I thought the whole Town 
had r it, Sir, I have been a Widow this Twelve- 
Eſop. If a Body may gueſs at your Heart by your Pet- 


ticoat, Lady, you don't deſign to be fo a"T'welvemonth: 


more. | 
Forg.. O bleſs me! Not a Twelve-month | Why, my 
Huſband has left me four ſqualling Brats. | Beſides, Sir, 
I'm undone. | | 
Eſop. You ſeem as chearful an undone Lady as I have 
met with. _ 5 | RD 
Forg. Alas, Sir, I have too great a Spirit ever to let Af- 
flictions ſpoil my Face. Sir, III tell you my Condition; 

and that will lead me to my Buſineſs with you. Sir, my 
Huſband was a Scrivener. | | 

N 5 The deux he was: I thought he had been a Count 
at leaſt. | 5 ; 8 

Forg. Sir, it is not the firſt time I have been taken for 
a Counteſs; my Mother us'd to ſay as I lay in my Cradle, 
I had the Air of a Woman of Quality; and truly I have 
always liv'd like ſuch. My Huſband, indeed, had ſome- 
thing ſneaking in him (as moſt Huſbands have, you know, 
Sir) but from the Moment I ſet Foot in his Houſe, bleſs 
me, what a Change was there! his Pewter was turn'd into 
Silver, his Goloſhoes into a Glaſs Coach, and his little 
travelling Mare into a pair of Hauders Horſes. ' Inſtead of 
a greaſy Cook-maid to wait at Table, I had four tall Foot- 
men in clean Linen ; all things became new and faſhionable, 
and nothing look'd aukward in my Family. My Furni- 
ture was the Wonder of my Neighbourhood, = = 
5 1 A othes 
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=_ E S O P. | 
Clothes the Admiration of the whole Town; T had 2 
Necklace that was envy'd by the Queen, and a Pair o 
Pendants that ſet a Dutcheſs a crying. In a Word, I ſaw 
nothing I lik d but I bought it; and my Huſband, good 
Man, durſt ne er refuſe paying fort. Thus I liy'd, and 
T flouriſh'd, till he ficken'd and dy'd : but ere he was cold 
in his Grave, his Creditors plunder'd my | Houſe: But 
what pity it was to ſee Fellows with dirty Shoes come into 
my beſt Rooms, and touch my Hangings with their filthy 
Fingers! You won't blame me, Sir, if with all my Cou- 
rage I weep at this ſeniible part of my Misfortune. 
_  £fop. A very ſad Story, truly | 
Forg. But now, Sir, to m Buſineſs Having been in. 
form'd this Morning, That the King has appointed a great 
Sum of Money for the Marriage of young Women who 
have liv'd well, and are fallen to decay, I am come to ac- 
quaint you I have two ſtrapping Daughters juſt fit for the 
Matter, and to deſire you'll help em to Portions out of 
the King's Bounty ; that they mayn't whine and pine, and 
be eaten up with the Green-ſickneſs, as half the young I 
Women in the Town are, or wou'd be, if there were not 
more Helps for the Diſeaſe than one. This, Sir, is my 
- Buſineſs. | n V 
Hep. And this, Madam, is my Anſwer. = 


A crawling Toad, all ſpeckled o er, 3 
Vain, gaudy, ainted, patch'd——a Whore, 
Seeing a well-ted Ox hard by, ED LT 

Regards him with an envious Eye, R 

la che Poets tell | 8 

Ye Gods, I cannot bear't, quoth ſhe, © 
FI burſt, rod tbo es ana) F 

And ſo began to ſwell. 8 
Her Friends and Kindred round her came, 
They ſhew'd her ſhe was much to blame, 
The thing was out of reach; e 

© - She told em they were buſy Folk, _. 
- And when her Huſband wou'd have ſpoke, 
She bid him kiſs her Br. . 
With that they all e en gave her o'er, 
And ſheperſiſted as before, 
Till with a deal of Strife { e 
She ſwell'd at laſt ſo much her Spleen, 
- She burſt like one that we have ſeen, 
Who was a Scrivener's Wife. 


This, Widow, I take to be your Caſe, and that of a 
t many others ; for this is an Age where moſt People 
xt Falls by dane too high, to reach at what they ' 
hould not do. The Shoemaker's Wife reduces her Hut- 
and to a Cobler, by endeavouring to be as ſpruce as 
te Taylor's: The Taylor's brings hers to a Botcher, 
V going as fine as the Mercer's: The Mercer's lowers 
ters to a Foreman, by png, up to the Merchant's : 
The Merchant's wears hers to a Broker, by ſtrutting up to 
(ality: And. Quality bring theirs to nothing, 'ving 
v outdo one another. If Women were humbler, Men 
you'd be honeſter. Pride brings Want, Want makes 
Rogues, Rogues come to be hang'd, and the Devil alone's 
he Gainer. Go your ways home, Woman ; and as your 
fuband maintain'd you by his Pen, maintain yourſelf 


SS > _Y © — puts two ey as 


" Wir your Needle; put your great Girls to Service, Employ- 
© Went will keep 'em honeſt ; much Work, and plain Diet, 
* Will cure the Green-Sickneſs as well as a Huſband.— 
: forg. Why, you itiful Pigmy, preaching, canting, 
p Pickthank 3 you little, ſorry, crooked, dry, wither d 


zunuch, do you know that 
Eſop. I know that I'm ſo deform'd you han't Wit 
rough to deſcribe me; But 1 have this good Quality, 
That a fooliſh Woman can never make me angry 1 
Forg. Can't ſhe ſo! I'll try that, Iwill. [She falls up- 


a bis 


bim, holds bis Hands, and boxes bis Ears. 
Eſop. Help, help, help.” 


Enter Serwants, She runs off, they after ber. 


E/op. Nay e en let her go——let her go——don't bring 
ter back again I'm for making a Bridge of Gold for 
y Enemy to retreat upon I'm quite out of Breath— - 
terrible Woman, I proteſſt. 


er a Country Gentleman drunk, in a hunting Dreſs, 
with a Huntſman, Groom, Falconer, and otherSerwants ; 
one leading a couple of Hounds, another Greyhounds, a 
third a Spaniel, a fourth a Gun upon his Shoulders, the 


- 


Falconer a Hawk upon his Fi, &c, 


Cent, Haux, haux, hau, haux, haux: Joular, there 
50), Joular „ Joular, Tinker 9 P edlar, Miſs, Miſs, Miſs, 
Mils, Miſs Bloed and Oons -O there ha is; 
at muſt be he, I have ſeen his Piè ure, [Reeling upon 


Elop.] 


238 E Foe 
Eſop. Sir if your Name's Eſop——T'm your ks. 
be Servant: Fx 70 2 Jour hum. 
. - Efop. Sir, my Name is Eſop, at your Service. 
Sent. Why then, odds er nov being paſt on 
both ſides, with your leave——we'll proceed to Buſineſ 
Sir, I'm by Profeſſion a Gentleman of ——three thoue 
fand Pounds a Vear— Sir, I keep a good Pack of Hounds 
and a good Stable of Horſes. [7 bis Groom.) How 
many Horſes have I, Sirrah ?——Sir, this is my Groom, 
[ Preſenting him to Eſop.] | | gh 
Groom. Your Worſhip has fix Coach-horſes, (cut and 
long-tail) two. Runners, half a dozen Hunters, four 
breeding Mares, and two blind Stallions, beſides Pads 
Runts, and Dog- Horſes. ; 
Sent. Look you there, Sir, I ſcorn to tell a Lye. 
He that queſtions my Honour——he's a Son of a Whore. 
But to Buſineſs— Having heard, Sir, that you were come 
to this Town, I have taken the Pains to come hither too, 
tho” I had a great deal of Buſineſs upon my Hands, for 1 
have appointed three Juftzces of he Peace to hunt with 
*em this Morning and be drunk with 'em in the Af. 
ternoon. But the main Chance muſt be look'd to and 
that's this—I deſire, Sir, you'll tell the King from me— 
I don't like theſe Taxes in one Word, as well as in 1 
twenty I don't like theſe Taxes. | 
_ Eſep. Pray, Sir, how high may you be tax'd? 
Gent. How high may I be tax'd, Sir! Why I may be Ml b 


tax'd, Sir— our Shillings in the Pound, Sir; one 1 
half I pay in Money d t' other half J pay in Per- 

jury, Sir: Hey, Joular, Joular, Joular, Haux, haux, K 
haux, haux, heux. Hoo, hoo Here's the beſt Hound- * 

bitch in Eurepe. Zoons is ſhe. And Thad rather kiſs her | 

than kiſs my Wife Rot me if I had not———But, 0 


Sir, I don't W theſe 4 5 54 | | | 
dp. Why how wou'd you have the War carry'd on? 
FAN Wal carried on, Str! Why, I had rather have m 
no War carried on at all, Sir, than pay Taxes. I don't 
deſire to be ruin'd, Sir. 2 
Eſop. Why you ſay you have three thoufand Pounds a 
ear. „„ n 
Gent. And ſo I have, Sir Lett-Acre. Sir, this is 
my Steward. Ho much Land have 1; Lett-Acre? | 
Lett- Acre. Your Worthip has three thauſand Paunds a 
Year, as good Land as any's 'th* Cauntry ; and two thau- 
ſand Paunds worth of Wood to cut 'diwne- at your Wor- 
ſhip's Pleaſure, and put the Money in your Pocket. 15 
| eh, 
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Gent. Look you there, Sir, what have you to ſay to 
8 
Eſep. J have to ſay, Sir, that you may pay your Taxes 
in 12 inſtead 7 Perjury, and ſtill have a better Re- 


venue than I'm afraid you deſerve. What Service do ou 
do your King, Sir? 5 


Gent. a. at all, Sir Nos above it. | 
Eſop. What Service may you do your Country, pray? - 
Gent. I'm Juſtice of the Peace and 8 — the 
Militia. : 
Efop. Of what uſe are you to your Kindred ? 
Gent. Im the Head of the Family, and have all the 
Eſtate. N ; 


 Efop. What Good do you do your 3 >. 


Gent. I give them their Bellics full of Beef every time 
they come to ſee me; and make em ſo drunk, they ſpew 
it up again before they go away. | 

Eſop. How do you uſe your Tenants ? 

Gent. Why, I ſkrew up their Rents till they break and 
run em and if I catch em again, I let em rot in a 
Gaol, | | | 

E/op. How do you treat your Wife? 

Gent. I treat her all Day with Ill- nature and Tobacco, 
and all Night with ſnoring and a dirty Shirt. | 

Eſob. How do you breed your Children? 


Cent. I breed my eldeſt Son ———a Fool; my youngeſt | 


brecd themſelves, and my Laughters have no Breed - 
ing at all. 3 

Efop. Tis very well, Sir, I ſhall be ſure to ſpeak to the 
King of you; or if you think fit to remonſtrate to him, by 
way of Petition or Addreſs, how reaſonable it may be to 
let Men of your Importance go 'Scot-free, in the time of a 
neceſſary War, I'H deliver it in Council, and ſpeak to it as 
I ought. | | 12 

Gert. Why, Sir, I don't diſapprove your Advice, but 
my Clerk is not here, and I can't ſpell well. | 

Eſep. Vou may get it writ at your leifure, and ſend it 
me, But becauſe you are not much us'd to draw up Ad- 
dreſſes, perhaps; III tell you in general what kind of one 
this ought to be. N 


May it pleaſe your Majefly——— 


Do the Arz ow'l excuſe me if I don't know your 
Name and Title, | | | 


Gent, Sir Polydorus Hogftye, of Beafthall in Swine- 
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Sſep. Very well, e IAC 
May it pleaſe your Majefty ; Polydorus H » of Read. 
hall 1 e neg moſt humbly repreſents, That þ, 
bates to pay Taxes, the dreadful Conſequence of 'em being 
inevitably theſe, That he muſt e two Diſbes in ten, 
a ewhere not above fix of em are defign'd for Gluttony, 
Four Bottles out of twenty ; where not above fiftern of 
'em are for Drunkenneſs, 5 e 
Six Horſes out of thirty ; of which not above twenty ar, 
kept for State. | | 9088 
And four Servants out of a Score; where one half d 
nothing but make Work for t other. 55 


To this deplorable Condition muſt your important Subject 


be reduc'd, or forc'd to cut down his Timber, which he 

- evou'd N preſerve againſt an ill run at Dice. 

Aud ac to! | 

Kingdom, be neither knows nor cares whether it be neceſſary 
or not. | 
He concludes with his Prayers for Nr Life, 
upon Condition you will protect him and bis Fox- Hounds at 

Beaſt-Hall avithout-eer a Penny of Money. | 
To the Gent.) This, Sir, I ſuppoſe, is much what you 
wou'd be at. Ky, . F Ha 
Gent. Exactly, Sir, I'll be ſure to have one drawn up 
to the ſelf-ſame purpoſe ; and next Fox-Hunting I'll en- 
half the Company ſhall ſet their Hands to't. Sir, 
am your————moſt devoted Servant; and if you pleaſe 
to let me ſee you at Beafi-Hall, here's my Huntſman 
Houndsfoot will ſhew you a Fox ſhall lead you through fo 
many Hedges and Briars, you ſhall have no more Clothes 
on your Back in half an Hour's time -than you had 
in te Womb of your Mother. Haux, haux, haux, Ce. 
928 CCC 


Eſop. O Tempora, O Mores ! | 
Enter Mr. Fruitful and bis Wife. 


Mr. Fruit. Heavens preſerve the noble 4 p, grant him 
long Life and happy Days. 2 


Mrs. Fruit. And ſend him a fruitful Wife, with a hope 


ful Iſſue. 3 5 1 
Eſep. And what is it I'm to do for you, good People, 

to make you amends for all theſe friendly Wi NR 1 
Mr. HF utt. Sir, here's myſelf and my Wife—— _ 
Mrs. Fruit. Sir, here's I and my Huſband——-{ To her 

Huſband.} Let me ſpeak in my turn, Goodman TOE 
| 0 


e Neceſfity of the War for the Security of the | 
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[ſo Efop.] Sir, here's I and my Huſband, I fay, think 


we have as good Pretenſions to the 


Ling's Favour as ever 
3 Lord in the Land. P Fatt; | 


« 


Efop. If you have no better than ſome Lords in che 


Land, I hope you won't expect much for your Service. 


ſelf. e eee, ee, bee | 

Mrs. Fruit. That's as he gives Sentence, Mr. Littlewtt; 
who gave you power to'come toa Reference? If he does 
not do us right, the King himſelf ſhall ; what's to be done 


here? [To Eſop.] Sir, I'm forc'd to correct my Huſband a 


little; poor Man, he is not us'd to Court-Buſineſs; but 


to give *him his due, he's n at ſome things: 


Sir, I have had twenty fine Children by him; fifteen of 
em are alive, and alive like to be; five tall Daughters are 


wedded and bedded, and ten proper Sons ſerve thezr King 


and their 1 


 Efop. A goodly Company, upon my Word ' 


Mrs. Fruit. Wouldall Men take as much pains for the : 


ling of the Kingdom, we might tuck up our Aprons, 
„ Fig for 4 Megs ; but we have ſuch a Parcel 
of Drones amongſt us Hold up your Head, Huſband — 
He's a little out of Countenance, Sir, - becauſe I chid him 
but the Man is a very good Man at the Bottom. But to 
come to my Buſineſs, Sir, I hope his Majeſty will think it 


reaſonable to. allow me pri ns for the Service I have 


done him; *tis pity but Labour ſhou'd be encourag'd, eſ- 
pecially when what one has done, one has don't with a 
Goode wen OE 5 

Eſap. What Profeſſion are you of, good People? 

Mrs. Fruit. My Huſband's an Inn-keeper, Sir; he bears 
the Name, but I govern the Houſe. . 
Eſop. And what Poſts are your Sons in, in the Ser- 
vice? | ts ts Fun ts 

Mrs, Fruit. Sir, there a four Monks. 

Mr. Fruit, Three Attorneys. 

Mrs. Fruit. Two Scriveners. 

Mr. Fruit. And an Exciſeman. 

Eſop.” The deuce o'the Service.; why, I thought they 
had been all in the Army: W 

lurs. Fruit. Not one, Sir. 


Eſap. No, fo it ſeems, by my troth : Ten Sons that 


ſerve their Country, quoth a! Monks, Attorneys, Scrive- 
ners and Exciſemen, ſerve their Country with a vengenace ; 
you deſerve o be rewarded, truly; you deſerve to be 


Vol. * & hang d, 


Mr. Fruit. An; pleaſe you, you ſhall be Judge your- | 


2 —— many recon Lo 


I — 
8 — q — . 


1 
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hang'd, ou wicked People, ou. Get u gone 
=Y ekt“ I never was 8 2 in my Li te, EX 
Mr. Fruit. to. bis Wife e.] So. z who's in, the night now, 
ou or I? Tio pow. what wou d come on't; you, mul 


always a breeding, and breeding, and the King Wo 

| boy of em, and th the Queen Well d take care of em p 

And always: ſome Pretence or other 8 But ding 

we have got a 1 Kennel of Whe *lps, and the Devil 
will take. care at ye for aught I ſee. your Sans are 


1 8 vour Dan are all Whores, you 
ruit. "Whit, vo are a gru 


3 lazy, ſlaggiſh, flegmatick dging of 90 your, r Pain 


_ to die of a ethargy, wi you ? but. It tl 


ur; Sp tits for.you, I will ſo. Get you gone home, 
Fo hom orhe, 8 dale Sot, you; III raiſe your Spirits = 
you. | (Exit, buſting him er ber. 


' Re-enter Eſap. 


N 15 
E. nter bans. 


1 4 
Oron. O 3 he is. Sir, I have been ſearching "IS you, 
to ſay two Words to you. | 
Eſop. And now you have ſound we, Sir, what are 
they? 
| Oran, They. are, Sir- 
You comprehend me. Fe 
_ £/op«. 1 comprehend your Name... 5 5 * 
ron. And not my Buſineſs? 


Eſop. Not I, by my troth. 
8 Then I ſhall endeavour to teach it vou, 22 


Eſe 
ir And I to learn i it, Monſieur Oronces. 
Cron. Know, Sir——that I admire Euphroma. 
© Efop. Know, Sir——that you are in the right on't. 
Oron. But 1 pretend, Sir, that no Be ſe ſhall ad- 
mire her. | 
Efap. Then I pretend, Sir, the won't t admire you. 
Oron. Why ſo, Sir? Jas 
Eſop. Becauſe, Sir | 
Gron. What, Sir? 
 Fjop. She's a Woman, g 


—that wy hame's omen. 


1 


Oron. 


0 b Monks een ee and r 


Swe 


— 


* 
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757 Why Les Sir, ſhe deſires to be admir'd by eve- 
Man ſhe meets. | 


Oron. Sir, you are too familiar. | 
Þ Sir, are too haughty ; I muſt ſoften that | 
Tone of yours: It don't become you, Sir; it 
makes 2 3 appear a Porter, Sir: And that you 
may know the uſe of good Language, I'll tell you what 
once happen d. Once on 4 Time | 

Oron. I'll have none of your old Wives. Fables, Sir, I 
have no time to loſe; therefore in a Word — 

Eſop. In a Word, be mild : For nothing elſe will = 
you Service. Good Manners and ſoft Words have 
brought many a dimeult thing to paſs. Therefore hear 
me Ln 

A Cook one Day, who had been drinking, 
(Only as many times, you know, 
| You ſpruce, young, witty Beaux will do, 

To avoid the dreadful] pain of thinking) 

Had Orders ſent him to behead 7 

A Gooſe, like any Chaplain fed. 

He took ſuch Pains to ſet his Knife right, 
T had done one good t have loſt one's Life by't.. 
But many Men have many Minds, 

There's — oi Taſtes in various Kinds; 

A Swan (who by miſtake he ſeiz d) 

With wretched Life was better pleas'd : 

For as he went to give the Blow, 

In tuneful Notes ſhe let him know, 

She neither was a Geeſe, nor wiſh'd 

To make her Exit fo. 1 

The Cook (who ooght of nought but Blood, 
E it were the Greaſca | 
For that you know's his Fees) 

To hear her 5 great Amazement ſtood. 

Cods fiſh, - he, 'twas well you ſpoke, 
Fe the Stroke : 

Your Feathers — ſo much of Gooſe, 

A drunken Cook cou'd do no leſs | 

Than think you one; that you'll confeſs ; 

But y have a Voice ſo ſoft, ſo. ſweet, _ 

That rather than you fhall be eat, 

The Houſe ſhall ſtarve for want of Meat: 

And fo he turn'd her looſe. 

To. Oron. ] New, Sir, what ſay you? will you be the 
wan, or the Gooſe ? 

L 2 Oro. 


Oron. The Choice can't, ſure, be difficult to make 
J hope you will excuſe ce er „ 
Voung Men and Lovers have a claim to Pardon: 
But fince the Faults of Age have no ſuch Plea, 
Tho ou'll be more cautious of offending. | : 
The Flame that warms Euphronia's Heart and mine, 
Has long, alas ! been kindled in our Breaſts: _ 
Even Years were paſt ſince our two Souls were wed, 
*Twou'd be Adultery but to wiſh to part em. | 
And wou'd a Lump of Clay alone content you, 
A Miſtreſs cold and ſenſc leſs in your Arms, ix 
Without the leaſt Remains or Signs of Life, | 
Except her ſighs, to mourn her abſent Lover? 
— Whilſt you ſhou'd preſs her in your eager Arms, "nt 
With fond Deſire and Extafy of Love, | Fe. 
Wou'd it not pierce you to the very Soul, : | 
To ſee her Tears run trickling down her Cheeks, f 
And know their Fountain meant em all to me? | 
Cou'd you bear this? KA. 
Yet thus the Gods revenge themſelves on thole . 
Who ſtop the happy Courſe of mutual Love. 
If you muſt be unfortunate one way, 5 ; 
Chooſe that where Juſtice may ſupport your Grief, . ] 
And ſhun the weighty Curſe of injur'd Lovers. f 
Eſep. Why, this is pleading like a Swan indeed ! " 
Were any thing at Stake but my Euphronia 
Oron. Your Eupbronia, Sir——— \ 
Eſop. The Gooſe——take heed 
Were any thing, I ſay, at Stake but her, wr 
Your Plea wou'd be too ſtrong to be'refus'd. 
But our Debate's about a Lady, Sir. 
That's young, that's beautiful, that's .made for Love. | 
So am not I, you'll ſay ? But you're miſtaken; h 
J 
8 
N 


I'm made to love, tho' not to be belov d. 
I have a Heart like yours; I've folly too: 
I've every Inſtrument of Love like others. 
Oron. But, Sir, you have not been ſo long a Lover; 
Your Paſſion's young and tender, 8 
"Tis ealy for you to become its Maſte r 
Whilſt I ſhou'd ftrive in vain; mine*s old and fixt. n 
.Eſop. The older tis, the eaſier to be govern'd ? Were 
mine of as long a ſtanding, twere poſſible I might get the 
better on't. Old Paſſions are like old Men; weak, and 
ſoon joſtled into the Kennel. | 3 
Oron, Yet Age ſometimes is ſtrong, even to the Verge 
of Life. | „ | 
0 Þ Fi 


te; 


nnn. ae" „ — 
* 
* 


0 245 
Eſap. Ah, but there: our Compariſon don't hold. 
Cron. You are too merry to be much in Love. 
Efop. And you too {ad to be fo long. f 
Cron. My Grief may end my Days; ſo quench my 
Flame, but nothing elſe can e' er extinguiſh t. 


liſeb. Don't be diſcourag'd, Sir, I have ſeen many a 


Man outiive his Paſſion twenty Years. 
Oron, But I have ſworn to die Euphronia's Slave. 
© Efop. A decay'd Face always abſolves a Lover's Oath. 
Oron. Lovers whoſe Oaths are made to Faces then: 
0 tis Euphronia's Soul that I adore, which never can 
decay. . SSIS 
Eſp. T wou'd fain fee a young Fellow in love with a $6ul 
of Threeſcore. | „ 
Oron. Quit but Eupbronia to me, and you ſhall 
At leaſt if Heaven's Bounty will afford us 
But Years enow to prove my Conſtancy, | 15 
An this is all I aſk the Gods and you. [Exit Oron. - 
Eſp. (ſolus.) A good Pretence however to beg long 
Life. How groſly do the Inclinations of * Fleſh impoſe 
upon the Simplicity of the Spirit! Had this young Fellow 
but ſtudy'd Anatomy, he'd have found the Source of his 
Paſſion lay far from his . Miſtreſs's Soul. Alas! alas! 
Had Women no more Charms in their Bodies, than what 
they have in their Minds, we ſhould ſee more wiſe Men in 
the World, and much fewer Lovers and Poets. [ Exit, 


Ke T V. 
Enter Euhroni 4 and Doris. 


i = | EAVENS, what is't you make me do, 
Doris? Apply myſelf to the Man I loath; beg 
Favours from him I hate; ſcek a Reprieve from him I ab- 
hor ; 'tis low, *tis mean, *tis baſe in me. 18 24 
Dor. Why, you hate the Devil as much as you do 
Efop, or within a ſmall matter, and ſhould you think it a 
Scandal to pray him to let you alone a Day or two, if he 
were going to run away with you; ha? | | 
Eupb. I don't know what I think, or what I ſay, nor 
what I do: But ſure thou'rt not my Friend thus to adviſe 
ime. 5 
Dor. T adviſe ! 1 adviſe nothing; e en follow your own. 


* 


way; marry him, and make much of him. I have a 


mind to ſee ſome of his Breed; if you like it, I like it: 
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He we x breed out of me only; that's all I have to take 
care of. | | 1 
Euph. Pr'ythee don't diſtract me. 
Dor. Why, to-morrow's the Day, fix d and firm, you 
know it; much Meat, little Order, a great many Relations, 
few Friends, Horſe-play, Noiſe, and bawdy Stories, alls 
ready for a complete Wedding. 
Euph. Oh! what ſhall I do? | 
Dor. Nay, I know this makes you tremble ; and yet your 
tender Conſcience ſcruples to drop one hypocritical Curt'fy, 
and ſay, pray, Mr. E/qp, be ſo kind to deter it a few Days 
longer. Ms: 
Expb. Thou know'ſt I cannot difſemble. | 
Dor. I know you can diſſemble well enough when you 
ſhou'd not do't. Do you remember how you us'd to 


lague your poor Oronces; make him believe you loath'q | 


him, when you cou'd have kiſs d the Ground he went on; 
affront him in all publick Places; ridicule him in all Com- 
pany; abuſe him wherever you went: And when you had 
reduc d him. within an Ace of hanging or drowning, then 
come home with Tears in your Eyes, and cry, Now, 
Doris, let's go lock , ourſelves up, and talk of my dear 
Oronces: Is not this true? 2 
Euph. Yes, yes, yes. But, pr'ythee, have ſome Com- 
flion of me. Come, III do any thing thou bid'ſt me 
——What ſhall I ſay to this Monſter ? Tell me, and I'll 
obey thee. „ | e | 
Hor. Nay, then there's ſome hopes of you. Why you 
muſt tell him Tis natural to you to diſlike. Folks at 
firſt ſight : That ſince you have conſider'd him better, 
you find your Averſion abated: That tho', perhaps it may 
be a hard matter for you ever to think him a Beau, you 
don't deſpair in time of finding out his Pang . 
And that on t'other ſide; tho' you have. hitherto de 
(as moſt young Women do) that nothing cou'd remove 
your firſt Affection, yet you have very great hopes in the 
| nw Inconſtancy of your Sex. e Ps tis not im- 
ble, a Change may happen, provi e gives you 
time : But that if he Aha. force you, there's another 
hieee of Nature peculiar to Women, which may chance 
is ſpoil all, and that's Contradiction: Ring that Argu- 
ment well in his Ears: He's a Philoſopher, he knows it 
has weight in it. In ſhort, wheedle, whine, Matter, lye, 
weep, ſpare nothing; it's a nviſt Age, Women have 
Tears enow; and when you have mel hin Gore 
| gain 


2 
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gain'd more time, we Hemploy it in Cloſet-debates how to 
cheat him to the end of the Chapter. | 

Eupb. But you don't ganfider, Doris, that by this means 
I engage myſelf to him; and can't afterwards with Honour 
teinest., 42, £3 49 : WWF 
Dor. Madam, I Know the World Honovur's a Jeſt, 
when Jilting's uſeful. Beſides, he that wou'd have you 
break your Oath, wich Qrexees, ean never have the Impu- 
dence to blame you for eracking your Word with himſelf. 
But who knows what may happen between the Cup and 
the Lip? Let either of the old Gentlemen die, and we ride 
triunphant. Weu'd I cou'd but ſee the Stateſman. ſſek Þ 
little, I'd recommend & Doctor to him, a'Couſin of mina, 


a Man of Conſcience, a wile Phyſician; tip but the Wink, 


be underſtands You, | . 5 5 
Eupb. Thou wicked Wench, wou' dſt poiſan him) 
Dor. I don't know what I Wau'd da; I think, I frady, 


I invent, and ſomehow Iwill get rid of him. I do more 


jor you, I'm ſure, than you and your Kmight- Errant do 
together for yousſdives; oo an an 
| * Alas, both he and I do all we can; thou know ſt 
Wwe 0. : | i : £4 
Dor. Nay, I know y'are willing enongh to get together; 
but y'are a couple of helpleſs Things, e 


Tupb. Our Stars, thou ſee'ſt, are bent to Oppoſition, 


Dor. Stars I'd fain ſee the Stars hinder me from run- 
ning away with a Man I hk'd, 15 5 
uph. Ay, but thou know'ſ, ſhou'd I diſoblige my 
Father, he'd give my Portion to my younger Siſter | 
Dor. Ay, there the Shoe pinches, there's the Love of 
the Age! Ah !-— to what an Ebb of Paſſion are Lovers 
ſunk in theſe Days! Give me a Woman that runs away 
with a Man, when his whole Eſtate's pack'd up in his 
Snap-ſack : That tucks up her Coats to her Knees; and 
thro' thick and thro* thin, from Quarters to Camp, trudges 
heartily on, with a Child at her Back, another in her Arms, 
and a Brace in her Belly : There's Flame with a Witneſs, 


where this is the Effects an't, But we muſt have Love in a 


Feather-bed : Forſooth, a Coach and ſix Horſes, clean 
Linen, and Cawdle ! Fie, for thame. O ho, here comes 
our Man. Now ſhew yourſelf a Woman, if you are 


Lion; Enter 
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| Enter Eſop. 
Eſop. I'm told, fair Virgin, ou deſire to ſpeak with me. 
Lovers are apt to flatter themſelves ; I take your Meſſage 
for a Favour. I hope 'twas meant ſo. 75 | 
| _ Fuph. Favours from Women are ſo cheap of late, Men 
7 expect em truly without 2 „ 
Eſop. If the Women are ſo liberal, I think the Men are 
generous too on their Side: Tis a well-bred Age, thank 


Heaven; and a deal of Civility there paſſes between the 


two Sexes. What Service is't that I can do you, Lady ? 
+ + Euph. Sir, I have a ſmall Favour to intreat you. 
£(op. What is't ; I don't believe I ſhall refuſe you. 
Euph. What if you ſhou'd promiſe me you won't? 
Eſep. Why then I ſhou'd make a Divorce between my 
good - breeding and my Senſe, which ought to be as ſacred 
a Knot as that of Wedlock; . 
Eupb. Dare you not truſt then, Sir, the thing you love? 
| F#foþ. Not when the thing I love don't love me i Never. 
Dor. Truſt is ſometimes the way to be belov'd. 
2075 Ay, but tis oftner the way to be cheated, 
EKupb. Pray promiſe me you'll grant my Suit. 
Dor. Tis a reaſonal'le one, I give you my Word for't, 
Eſop. If it be fo, I do promiſe to grant it. +3 
r. That's ſtill leaving yourſelf Judge. 
by 5 Why, who's more concern'd in the Trial? 
| But no Body ought to be Judge in their own 
 Cauſe., „ . 5 
Fo Eſfop. Yet he that is ſo, is ſure to have no wrong done 
gh. m. | Ta | 


Dor. But if he does wrong to ern, that's worſe, 
Ep. Worſe for them, but not for him. . 
Dor, True Politician, by my troth! . 

© Efop. Men muſt be ſo when they have to do with 

Sharpers. ar.” | ? . 
Eph. If I ſhould tell you then there were a Poſſibility I 
night be brought to love you, you'd ſcarce believe me. 

Eſep. I thou'd hope as a Lover, and ſuſpect as a Stateſ- 

Dor. [afide.] Love and Wiſdom ! There's the Paſſion of 

the Age again. 


Eupb. You have liv'd long, Sir, and obſerv'd much: 


Did you never fee Time produee ſtrange Changes? 
Eſep. Amongſt Women, I mult conteſs I have. 


Eup b. 


a «Ay woe, 4 - 
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Euph. Why, I'm a Woman, Sir. 
100 Why, truly, that gives me ſome hopes. f 
uph. I'll increaſe em, Sir; I have already been in love 
two Years. d ; 
Dor. And Time, you know, wears all things to tatters. 
Efop. Well obſerv'd. 5 | 
7 What if you ſhou'd allow me ſome to try what I 
can do ? | 
Eſep. Why, truly, I wou'd have patience a Day or 
two, if there was as much Probability of my being your 
new Gallant, as perhaps there may be of changing your 
old one. ES | | 
Dor. She ſhall give you fair Play for't, Sir; Opportu- 
nity and Leave to prattle, and that's what carries moſt 
Women in our Days. Nay, ſhe ſhall do more for you; 
you ſhall play with her Fan; ſqueeze her little Finger; 
buckle her Shoe ; read a Romance to her in the Arbour ; 
and ſaunter in the Woods on a Moonſhiny Night. If 
this don't melt her, ſhe's no- Woman, or you're no Man 
Eſop. I'm not a Man to melt a Woman that way: I 
know myſelf, and know what they require. Tis thro' a 
Woman's Eye you pierce her Heart. And I've no Darts 
can make their Entrance there. Ps | 
Dor. You are a great Stateſman, Sir; but I find you. 
know little of our Matters. A Woman's Heart is to be 
enter d forty ways. Every Senſe ſhe has about her keeps 
a Door to it. With a Smock-face, and a Feather, you 
get inat her Eyes. With powerful Nonſenſe, in ſoft Words, 
you creep in at her Ears. An efſenc'd Peruke, and a ſweet 
Handkerchief, let's you in at her Noſe. With a Treat, 
and a Box full of Sweet-meats, you ſlip in at her Mouth: 
And if you wou'd enter by her Senſe of Feeling, tis as 
beaten a Road as the reſt, What think you .now, Sir ? 
There are more Ways to the Wood than one, you ſee. . 
Eſop. Why, you're an admirable Pilot; I don't doubt 
but you have ſteer d many a Ship ſafe to Harbour t But I'm 
an old ſtubborn Seaman ; I muſt ſail by my own Compaſs 
ſtil). 1 
Euph. And by your Obſtinacy; loſe your Veſſel. 
Eſop. No: I'm juſt entring into Port; we'll be mar- 
ried To-morrow. | 
Euph. For Heaven's ſake defer it ſome Days longer: I 
cannot love you yet; indeed I cannot. | 
Eſop. Nor never will, I dare ſwear. 
Eupb. Why then will you marry me? 
8 Ls. Eſop. 
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E/op- Becauſe I love you. | 
—_— If you lov'd me, you wou'd never make me 


rable. 
Eſop. Not if I lov'd you for your ſake ; but I love you 
my own. | | 
Dor. [afide.) There's an old Rogue for you. | 
h. [aveepmng.)] Is there no way left! muſt I be 
wretched ? | 

Eſep. Tis but reſolving to be pleas'd. You can't 
imagine the Strength of Reſolution. I have ſeen a Wo- 
man reſolve to be in the wrong all the Days of her Life; 
and by the help of her Reſolution, ſhe has kept her Word 
to a Tittle. | 

Puph. Methinks the Subject we're upon ſhou'd be of 
weight enough to.make you ſerious. | „ 

'F) . Right: 'To-morrow Morning pray be ready; 
vou Il find me fo : I'm ſerious. Now I hope you are pleas d. 
iT urning away from her.) | 

Euph. (Going off weeping and leaning upon Doris.] 

Break Heart! For if thou hold'ſt, I'm nuſerable. 

Dor. to Eſop.] Now may the Extravagance of a lewd 
Wife, with the Inſolence of a virtuous one, join Hand in 
Hand, to bring thy grey Hairs to the Grave. PE. 

: | [ Exeunt Euphronia and Doris. 

 E/ip. My old Friend wiſhes me well to the laſt, I ſee. 


. Enter Learchus haftily, follow'd by, Oronces. 


Oron. Pray hear me, Sir. \ 

Lear. Tis in vain, I'm reſolv'd, I tell you. Moſt noble 
Eſop, ſince you are pleas'd to accept of my poor Off-ſpring 
for your Conſort, be fo charitable to my old Age, to e- 
liver me from the Impertinence of Vouth, by making ner 
your Wife this inſtant; for there's a Plot againſt my Life; 
they have reſolv'd to teaſe me to Death to- night, that they 
may break the Match to-morrow Morning. Marry her 
this inftant, I intreat you. | | | | 

Eſop. This inſtant, ſay you! 

Lear. This inſtant; this very inftant, 

Eſep. Tis enough; get all things ready; I'll be with 
you in a Moment. Exit Eſop. 

Lear. Now, what ſay you, Mr. Flame-fire ? I ſhall have 
the whip-hand of you preſently. | 

Oroa. Defer it till to-morrow, Sir. 5 

Lear. That you may run away with her to-night ? Ha? 


dir, your moſt obedient humble Servant. mb 
| who 
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who waits there? Call my Daughter to me: _ 1'l 
give her her Daſpatches preſently. 


| Enter Evphronia. 


Eupb. D. ye call, Sir? 
Lear. Ves I do, Minx. Go ſhift yourſelf; and put on - 
your beſt Clothes. You are to be marry'd. 


Eupb. Marry'd, Sir? 
. . Ves, marry d, Madam; and that this inſtant 


a>: 


pb Dear, Sir! 

Lear. Not a Word Obedience 3 a clean n 3 
diſpatch. . [Exit Euphronia weepzng. 

L. rade , turns to Oronces.] Sir, your _ 
obedient humble Servant. 

Oron. Vet hear what I've to ſay. 

Lear. And what have you to ſay, Sir? 

Oron, Alas! I know not what I have to ſay ! 

Lear, Very like fo. That's a ſure ation a he's in love 
now, 

Oron. Have you no Bowels ? 


Lear. Ha, ha! Bowels in a Parent! Here's a young 


Fellow for you Hark thee, Stripling ; being in a very 
merry Humour, I\don't care if I diſcover ſome paternal 
Secrets to thee. Know. then, that how humaurſome, how 
whimſical ſoever we may appear, there's one fixt Princi- 
ple that runs thro' almoſt the whole Race of us; and that's 
to pleaſe ourſelves. Why do'ſt think I got my Daugh- 
ter? Why, there was ſomething in't that pleaſed me. 
Why doſt think I. marry my Dauhter ? Why to pleaſe my- 
ſelf till. And what is't that pleaſes me? Why, my In- 
tereſt ; what do'ſt think it ſhou'd be? If Eſop's'my Son- 
in- Laws he'll make me a Lord: If thou art my Son- in- 
Law————thou'lt make me a Grandfather. Now I 
having more mind to be a Lord than a Grandfather, give 
my Daughter to him, and not to thee. 

Oron. Then ſhall. her Happineſs weigh nothing with. 
you ? 
Lear. Not this. If it did, I'd give her to thee, and 
not to him. 

Oron. Do you think forc'd Marriage ele way to keep 
Women virtuous? 
Lear. No; nor I don't care whether Women are virtu- 
ous or not. | I 

Oren. You know your Davglter loves me. | 
Lear 
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* Ido fo. 
ron. What, if the Children that Eſop ma bk 
father ſhou'd chance to be begot by — 7 g ppen- , 
Lear. Why then, Eſop wou'd be the Cuckold, not I. 
Oron. Is that all your Care:? 
Lear. Ves: I ſpeak as a Father. Nas 
Oron. What think you of your Chile's Concern in 
2 Fother World? 
Lear. Why, I think it my Child's Chances, not mine, 
I ſpeak as a Father. 
Oron. Do you remember you once gave me your Con- 
ſent to wed your Daughter, | 
Lear. I did. | 
 Oron. Why did you ſo? 
Lear. Becauſe you were the beſt Match that offer dat 
that time. I did like a Father. 
Oron. Why then, Sir, I'll do like a Lover. ; 1 make 
you keep your Word, or cut your Throat. 
Lear. Who waits there; ha? 


Enter Servants. 


Lear. Seize me that Bully there. Carry him to Priſon 
and keep him ſafe. [ They ſeize bim] | 

. Oron, Why, you won *t uſe me thus? reef 

Lear. Yes, but I will tho' : Away with Frag Sir, 
your moſt humble Servant: I wiſh you a good Night's 
Reſt ; and as far as a merry Dream goes, my Daughter's 
at your Service. n 

Oron. Death and Furies ¶ Excunt Sar with Oron. 

Lear. (ſinging.] Del, de tol dul, —. de tol dot, Lilly 
e s lodg'd in a Bough. od 


4 


Enter a Troop of Muficians, Dancers, &c. 


Lear. How now ! What have we got here? 
Muſ. Sir, we are a troop of trifling Fellows, Fiddlers, 
- and Dancers, come to celebrate the Wedding of your fair 
Daughter, if your Honour pleaſes to give us leave. 
Lear. With all my Heart: But who do you take me 
for, Sir; Ha? 

I x Mu. I take your Honour for our noble Governor of 
Sp/icus. 

. Governor of n Governor of a Cheeſe- 
Cake ! I'm Father-in- law to the great Eſop, Sirrah. [All 
dowy to him.] LAlide. 8 ſhall be a great Man. Come, 


tune 
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ne your Fiddles; ſhake your Legs; get all things ready. 
My lard ing will be here preſently—I ſhall a 4 
Man. . 4 | Brit. 
1 Muf. A great Marriage, Brother: What do'ſt think 
will be the end on't ? | e 
2 Muf. Why, I believe we ſhall ſee three Turns upon't. 
This old Fellow here will turn Fool; his Daughter will 
turn Strumpet; and his Son- in-Law will turn em both 
out of Doors. But that's nothing to thee nor me, ſo 
long as we are paid for our fiddling. So tune away, 
Gentlemen. ; | | | 
1 Muf. D'ye hear, Trumpets ! When the Bride appears, 
flute her with a melancholy Waft. *Twill fuit her Hu- 
mour ; for I gueſs ſhe mayn't be over-well pleas c. 


Enter Learchus with ſeveral Friends, and a pries. 


Lear. Gentlemen and Friends, y' are all welcome. I 
have ſent to as many of you as our ſhort time wou'd give 
me leave, to deſire you wou'd be Witneſles of the Honour 
the great E/op deſigns ourſelf and Family. Hey; who at- 
tends there? Go let my Daughter know I wait for her. 
Exit Servant.) Tis a vaſt Honour that is done me, 
Gentlemen. LED | ARE 2 LOI 

2 Gent. It is, indeed, my Lord. 

Lear. [afide.) Look you. there; if they don't call me 

my Lord already——T1I ſhall be a great Man. 


Exter Euphronia weeping, and leaning upon Doris „ both 
in deep Mourning. | 


Lear. How now! What's here! All in deep Mourning! 
Here's a provoking Baggage for you. [ The. Trumpets ſound 
a ne Air tili Eſop appears; and then the Violins and 
Hautboys ſtrike up a Lancaſhire Hornpipe.] 


Enter Eſop in a gay fotpiſb Dreſs, Long Peruke, &c. a gau- 
dy Equipage of Pages and Footmen, all enter in an airy 


Eſop. in an affefied Tone to Euphronia.] Gad take my 
Soul, Ma'am, I hope I ſhall pleaſe you now Gentle- 
men all, I'm your humble Servant. I'm going to be a 
very happy Man, you ſee. {To Euph.] When the heat of 
the Ceremony's over, if your Ladyſhip pleaſes, Ma'am, I'll. 

| : wait 
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wait upon you to take the Air in the Park. Hey, Page; 
let there be a Coach and fix Horſes ready inſtantly. [ db. 
ſerving her Drejs.) I vow to Gad, Ma'am, 1 was ſo 
taken up with my good Fortune, I did not oblerve the ex- 
treme Fancy of your Ladyſhip's Wedding · Clothes In. 
finitely pretty, as I hope to be ſav d; a World of Vari 4 
and not at gaudy. {To Lear. My dear Father. in- 
Law, embrace me. 
Lear. Your Lordſhip does me too much Honour. 
[a/ide, ] -I ſhall be a great Man. 
Eſop. Come, Gentlemen, are all things ready? Where's 
the Prieſt? 
Prigh, Here, my noble Lord. 

Eſop. Moſt Reverend Will you Saſk to fay Cs 
that I may fall to, for I'm very LR and here's ve 
good Meat. But where's my Rival all this while? the 
leaſt we can do, is to invite him to the Pert 

Lear. My Lord, he's in Priſon. 
E/op. In Priſon! how ſo? . 
_ He wou'd have murder'd me. 
. . A bloody Fellow! But let's fee him besepen 
or him quickly. Ha, Governor that handfome 
—— of yours, Twill ſo mumble her. 5 
Lear. I ſhall be a great Man. \ 


Enter Oronces d a guarded. 


Efop. O ho, here's my Rival! Then we have all we- 
want. Advance, Sir, if you pleaſe. I deſire you'll do me 
the Favour to be a Witneſt to to my Marriage, leſt one of 
lence Days you ſhou'd take a fancy to diſpute my Wife with | 


| Oren, Do yon chen ſend for me to inſult me? Tis baſe 
in 
| op. I have no time now to ae away upon Points * 
Generoſity; I have hotter Work upon my Hands. Come, 


Prieſt, advance. 
Lear. Pray hold him faſt there ; he has the Devil and all 


of Miſchief in's Eye. 
Efpp. [io Euph. ] Will your Ladyſhip pleaſe, Ma'am, to 
give me your fair Hand Hey-dey. {She refuſes ber 


Hau d.] 
Lear. Tl give it you, my noble Lord, if the won't. 
[ade.] A ſtubborn, ſelf-will'd, ſtiff-necked Strumpet. 


1 bolds out her Hand to Eſop, who rakes it; 
Oronces 


v flands on Eſop's left Hand, ani the Prieft before 
N. . | | 
Eſap. Let my Rival ſtand next me: Of all Men I'd have 
him be ſatisfy d. | | 
Oron. Barbarous inhuman Monſter |! HE 
Eſop. Now, Prieſt, do thy Office. [Flouriſh with the © 
Trumpets:] 9 | 
Prieft. Since the eternal Laws of Fate decree, 
That he, thy Huſband ; ſhe thy Wife ſhou'd be, 
May Heaven take you to its Care, 
May Jupiter look kindly down, 
Place on your Heads Contentment's Crown ; E } 
And may his Godhead never frown | | 
Upon this happy Pair. [Flourifh again of Trumpets, As 
the Prieft pronounces the laft Line, Elop joins Oronces and 
Euphronia's Hands.] 
- Oron. O happy Change! Bleſſings on Bleſſings wait on 
the generous E/op. | 
top. Happy, thrice happy, may you ever be, A 
And if you think there's ſomething due to me, ; 
Pay it in mutual Love and Conſtancy, - 
Euph. ts Eſop.} You'll pardon me, moſt generous Man, 
If in the preſent 'Tranſports of my Soul, | | 
Which you yourſelf have b 2 Bounty caus'd, 
My willing Tongue 1s ty'd from uttering | 
The Thoughts that flow from a moſt grateful Heart. 
Eſop. For what I've done I merit little Thanks, 
Since what I've done, my Duty bound me to. 
I wou'd your Father had acquitted his: | 
But he who's ſuch a Tyrant o'er his Children, 
To facrifice their Peace to his Ambition, 
Is fit to govern nothing but himſelf. . 
[To Lear.] And therefore, Sir, at my return to Court, 
I ſhall take care this City may be ſway d 
By more Humanity than dwells in you. 
Lear. [aſide.] I ſhall be a great Man. 
Euph. [to Eſop.] Had I not reaſon, from your conſtant 
Goodneſs, ; 
To judge your Bounty, Sir, 1s Infinite, 
I ſhou'd not dare to ſue for farther. Favours: 
But pardon me, if imitating Heaven and you, 
I eafily forgive my aged Father, 
And beg that Eſop would forgive him too. 
RE [Kneeling to him.) 
Eſop. The Injury he wou'd have done to you was great 
indeed: But *twas a Bleſſing he deſign'd for me. If _ 
ore 
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fore you can pardon him, I may. [To Lear.] Your in- 
jur'd Daughter, Sir, has on her Knees intreated for her 


cruel barbarous Father; and by her Goodneſs has obtain'd 


Her Suit. If in the Remnant of your Days you can find 
out ſome way to recompenſe her, do it, that Men and Gods 


may pardon you, as ſhe and I have done, But let me ſee, 


I have one Quarrel ſtill to make up. Where's my old 
Friend, Doris. e 
Dor. She's here, Sir, at your Service; and as much 


your Friend as ever; true to her Principles, and firm to 


her Miſtreſs. But ſhe has a much better Opinion of you 


now than ſhe had half an Hour ago. 
Eſep. She has reaſon: For my Soul appear'd then as de- 


form'd as my Body. But I hope now one may ſo far me- 


diate for other, that provided I don't make Love, the 
Women won't quarrel with me; for they are worſe Ene- 
mies even than they are Friends. Come, Gentlemen, I'll 
humour my Dreſs a little longer, and ſhare with you in 
the Diverſions theſe boon Companions have prepar d us. 
Let's take our Places, and ſee how they can divert us. 


 [Efop leads the Bride to her Place. All being ſeated, there's 
a bort Concert of Hautboys, Trumpets, &c. After which a 


Dance between an old Man and a young Woman, who ſhuns 
bim flull as be comes near ber. At laſt he flops,” and begins 
this Dialogue; which they ſing together.J\ 


Old May. Why ſo cold, and why fo coy ?- 
What I want in Youth and Fire, 
J have in Love and in Deſire: \ 
To my Arms, my Love, my Joy; 
Why ſo cold, and 2 ſo 2 ? 
Weman. Dis Sympathy perhaps with you; 
| | You 4a 5 Tia ſo 2 | : 
Old Man. My Years alone have froze my Blood; 
Youthful Heat in Female Charms, 
Glowing in my aged Arms, 8 
Wou'd melt it down once more into a Flood. 


Woman, Women, alas, like Flints, ne'er- burn alone; 


To make a Virgin know 


There's Fire within the Stone, . . 
Some manly Steel muſt boldly ſtrike the Blow. 
Old Man. Aſſiſt me only with your Charms, 
You'll find I'm Man, and ſtill am bold; 
You'll find I ſtill can ſtrike, tho? old: 
I only want your Aid to raiſe my Arm. 


Ener 


Enter a Youth, auh ſeizes on the young Woman. 


Youth. Who talks of Charms, who talks of Aid? 
| I bring an Arm 
That wants no Charm, | 
Tore he the Fire that's in a flinty Maid. 
Retwe Old Age, | 
. Winter be gone: 
Bchold the vouthful Spring comes gayly on. 
Hen, here's a Torch to light a Virgin's Fire, 
1 Arms, my Love, my Joy; | 
Wen Women have what they deſire, 
They're neither cold nor coy, 
; [She takes him in her Arms.) 
The Song and Dance ended, Eſop takes Euphronia and 
Oronces by the Hands, leading them forwards. 
Efop. By this t me, my young enger Couple, tis ow 
bable you wou'd be glad to be * z perhaps you'll have 
a mind to go to Bed even without your Supper; for Brides 
and Bridegrooms eat little on their Wedding-Night, But 
ſince if Matrimony were worn as it ought to be, it wor.'d 
perhaps ſit eaſier about us than uſually it does, I'Il give you 
one word of Counſel, and fo I ſhall releaſe you. When 
one is out of Humour, let the other be dumb, Let your 
Viverſions be ſuch as bath may have a ſhare in em. Never 
let Familiarity exclude Reſpect. Be clean in your Clothes, 
but nicely ſo in your! Perfons, Eat at one Table, lie in 


4 Room, but ſleep in two Beds: I' tell the Ladies 
ny. | SY EEE. 


Turning to the Boxes, 


In the ſprightly Month of May, 

When Males and Females ſport and play, 5 

And kiſs and toy away the Day; Ws 3 
An eager Sparrow and his Mate, X 

Chirping on a Tree were ſat, | 

Full of Love——and fuli of Prate. 

They talk'd of nothing but their Fires, 

Of raging Heats, and ftrong Deſires, 

Of eternal Conſtancy ; | | 

How true and faithful they wou'd be, 

Of this and that, and endleſs Joys, 

And a thouſand more ſuch Toys : 


The 
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The only thing they apprehended, 
Was that their Lives wou'd be fo ſhort, 


They cou'd not finiſh half their Sport 


Before their Days were ended. 


But as from Bough to Bough they rove, 


They chanc'd at laſt 

In furious haſte, 
On a Twig with Birdlime ſpread, 
(Want of a more downy Bed) 

To act a Scene of Love. 
Fatal it prov'd to both their Fires. 
For tho? at length they broke away, 


And baulk'd the School-Boy of his Prey, 
Which made him weep the live-long Day, 


The Bridegroom in the haſty rife, 
Was ftuck fo faſt to his dear Wife, 
That tho' he us'd his utmoſt Art, 
He quickly found it was in vain, 
To put himſelf to farther Pain, 


2 never more muſt part. 
A glo 


omy Shade o'ercaſt his Brow ; 
He found himſelf: I know not how : 
He look'd as Huſbands often do. ; 
Where e'er he mov'd, he felt her ſtill, 


She kiſs'd him oft againſt his Will: 


Abroad, at home, at Bed and Board, 


With Favours ſhe o'erwhelm'd her Lord. 


Oft he turn'd his Head away, \ 
And ſeldom had a Word to fay, + 
Which abſolutely ſpoil'd her Play, 
For ſhe was better ſtor d. 5 
Howe'er at length her Stock was ſpent, 
(For Female Fires ſometimes may be 
Subject to Mortality ;) 


So Back to Back they ſit, and ſullenly repent. 
But the mute Scene was quickly ended, 


The Lady, for her ſhare, pretended 
The want of Love lay at his Door; 
For her part ſhe had ſtill in ſtore 
Enough for him and twenty more, 


Which cov'd not be contended. 


He anſwer' d her in homely Words, 


(For Sparrows are but ill-bred Birds) 


T hat he already had enjoy d 
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So much, that truly he was cloy'd. 
Which fo provok'd her Spleen, 
'That after ſome good hearty Prayers, 
A. Joſtle, and ſome ſpiteful Tears, 
They fell together by the Ears, 
And ne'er were fond again, 
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PAST v 


Enter Players. 


E/>p. ELL, good People, who are all you? 
| Omnes. Sir, we are Players, 
. Players | What Players? d 
Flay. Why, Sir, we are Stage - Players, that's our Cal- 
ling: Tho' we play upon other things too: ſome of us 
play upon the Fiddle; fome play upon the Flute; we play 
upon one another ; we play upon the Town ; and we play 
upon the Patentees, * | | 
Eſop. Patentees ! Pr'ythee, what are they ? 
Play. Why, they are, Sir——Sir, they are—— Cod 
I don't know what they are——Fiſhh or Fleſh——Maſers 
or Servants Sometimes one — Sometimes t'other, I 
think Juſt as we are in the Mood. 
 #/op. Why, I thought they had a lawful Authority 
over you. 8 . | 
Play. Lawful Authority, Sir——Sir, we are free-born 
Engh/hmen, we care not for Law nor Authority neither, 
hen we are out of Humour. . 
Hep. But I think they pretended at leaſt to an Autho- 
rity over you; pray upon what foundation was it built! 
. Upon a rotten one if you'll believe us, Sir, 
In tell you what the Projectors did: They embark d 
twenty thouſand Pound upon a leaky Veſſel She was 
built at Whitehall; I think they call'd her the Patent 
ay, the Patent: Her Keel was made of a Broad Seal 
and the King gave em a white Staff for their Main- 
Maſt. She was a pretty tight Frigate to look upon, in- 
| deed ; They ſpar'd nothing to ſet her off; they gilded her, 
and painted her, and rigg'd, and gunn'd her: And fo 
ſent her a Privateering. But the firſt Storm that blew, 
down went the Maſt, aſhore went the ſhip—Crack * = 
| i cel, 


HE 


E 3: O | 261 
Keel, Mercy cry'd the Pilot; but the Wind was fo high, 


his Pray*rs cou'd not be heard ſo they ſplit upon a Rock 
that lay hid under a Petticoat 

Eſop. A very ſad Story, this; but what became of the 
Ship's Company? | | ” 0 

Flay. Why, Sir, your humble Servants here, who were 
the Officers, and the beſt of the Sailor - (little 
Bea amongſt che reſt) ſeiz*d on a ſmall Bark that lay to our 
Hand, and away we put to Sea again. To fay the truth, 
we were better mann d than rigg'd, and Ammunition . 
was plaguy ſcarce amougſt us However, a cruiſing we 
went, and ſome petty imal} Prizes we have made; but the. 
Bleſſing of Heaven not being among us— Or how the 
Devil tis, I cannot tell; but we are not rich. 

Eſop. Well, bui what became of the reſt of the Crew? 
Plan. Why, Sir, as for the Scoundrels, - they, poor 
Dog, (tuck by the Wreck. The Captain gave them 
Bis d and Cheeſe, and good Words——He told them, if 
they wou d patch her up, and venture t'other Cruiſe, he'd 
prefer em all; ſo to work they went, and to Sea they 

ot h ß ro npey = 
: Eſop. J hope he kept his word with en. 

Play. That he did; he made the Boatſwain's Mate 
Lieutenant: he made the Cook Doctor; He was forc'd to 
be Fur r, and Pilot, and Gunner himſelf ; and the Swab- 
ber took Orders to be Chaplain. | 

Eſop. But with ſuch unſkilful Officers, I'm afraid, 
they li hardly keep above Water long. ; 

Flay. Why truly, Sir, we care not how ſoon they are 
under: But curſt Folks thrive, I think, I know nothin 

elſe that makes em ſwim. I'm ture by the Rules of Navi- 
gation, they ought to have over-ſet long ſince ; for they 
carry a great deal of Sail, and have very little Ballaſt. 

Ejop. I'm aft ud you ruin one another. I fancy if you 
wee all in a Ship together again, you'd have leſs Work and 
more Profit. | | ; | 

Fay. Ah, Sir —we are reſolved we'll never fail un- 
der Captain Patentee again. SE SED 5 85 

Eſop. Pr'ythee, why ſo? 

Flay. Sir, he has us'd us like Dogs. 


Nom. — And Bitches too, Sir. 5 
Ep. I'm ſorry to h-ar that; pray how was t he treated 
you ? | 


Play. Sir, tis impeſſible to tell; he us'd us like the 
Engliſh at Anbo, na 5 
n 2 
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Ab. But T wou'd Know ſome Particulars : Tell me 
what 'twas he did'to you? | | | 


Play. What he did, Sir——whiy, he did in the firt 


ace, 8 In the firſt place, Sir 5 he did 
cod I don't know what he did 
Worm. Yes, marry can I; and a burning ſhame it was too, 
Play. O, 1remember now, Sir, he wou'd not give us 
Plums enough in our Pudding. | 


Efep.. That indeed was very hard ; but did he give you 


as many as he promis'd you? 


Play. Yes, and more; but what of all that, we had not 


as many as we had a mind to—— 
1 Vom. Sir, my Huſband tells you Truth—— - 


E/op.. I believe he may; but what other Wrongs did he 


do you ? 


 TWom. Why, Sir, he did not treat me with Reſpect; 
'twas not one Day in three he wou'd fo much as bid me 


good-morrow 


2 Hum. Sir, he invited me to Dinner, and never drank 


my Health. | 
1 Vom. Then he cock'd his Hat at Mrs. Pert. 
2 Mom. Ves, and told Mrs. Slippery he had as good a 
Face as ſhe had. A | 
9 Why, theſe were inſufferable Abuſes 
2 Play. 


en, Sir, I did but come' to him one Day— 


and tell him I wanted fifty Pound, and what do you think 
he did by me, Sir Sir, he turn'd round upon his Heel 
like a Top . | 


r Play. But that was nothing to the Atfront he put 
upon me, Sir. I came to him, and in very civil words, 
as I thought, defir'd him to double my Tay : Sir, wou'd 
a 


you believe it? He had the Barbarity to af me if I inten- 


ded to double my Work; and becauſe I told him no, Sir 


he did uſe me, good Lord, how he did uſe me. 
Eſop. Pr'ythee how? | 


Word. | | | 
Efop. How had you Patience? 1 
1 Play. Sir, I had not Patience. I ſent him 2 Chal- 
| lenge; and what do you think his Anſwer was——he fent 
me word I was a ſcoundrel Son of a Whore, and he wou'd 


: — 


only fight me by Prox 
op. Very fine! | 2 5 3 
1 Play. At this rate, Sir, were we poor Dogs us d 
till one froſty Morning down he comes amongſt us and 
1 | very 


6 


Can you tell, Wife? 


1 Play. Why he walk'd off, and anſwer' d me never a 
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very roundly, tells u. That for the future, no Purthaſe, 
no pay. hey Sag mand not work: ſhon'd not eat 
sir, we at firſt, aK d him coolly and civilly why? 
His anſwer was, becauſe the Town wanted Diverſion, and 
he wanted Money Our vs to ny _ was very 
my ; but I think to che purpoſe. 

Eſop. What was it? 5 
1 Play. It was, Sir, that ſo we wallow'd i in Plenty and 
Eaſe the Town and he might be damn'd - This, 
Sir, is the true Hiſtory. of our Separation——and we hope 
you'll ſtand our Frien 
Eſop. III tell you what, s Sir 


once à Pack of Beagles k neꝰ 

That much reſembled 1 — who; | 
With a good Huntſman at their Tail, 

In full Command, 

With, Whip in Hand, 

They'd run 

The Chearful Chace, 

And of their Game were ſeldom 383 to fail. 

But being at length their chance to find 
A Huntſman of a gentler Kind, 

They ſoon perceiv'd the Rein was lack 
The Word went quickly thro' the ek e = 
They one and all cry'd Liberty; b 

This happy Moment we are free, 

Weill range the Woods, 

Like Ne 3 = , | 
And our s in praiſe of Muti 
'With Nr 7 Fowler noe rn wy = 1 . 
And Bowman ſingles out his Pre 

Thunder bellow'd 1 5 the Wood, 

And ſwore he d burſt his Guts with Blood. 
Venus tnpt it o'er the Plain, 

With 282 Hopes of boundleſs Gain, 
Juno, ſhe ſlipt down the Hedge, 

But left her 4 Word for Pledge. ; 


That all ſhe piekt up by the by 
Shou'd to the publick Treaſüry. 
And well they might rely upon her; 
For Juno was a Bitch of Honour. 
In ſhort they all had hopes to ſee 

A heavenly Crop of Mutiny. 

And ſo to reaping fell ; 


But 


on't too, 
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| But in a little time they found, 
It was the Devil had till'd the Ground, 
And brought the Seed from Hell. 
The Pack divided, nothing throve: 
Diſcord ſeiz'd the Throne of Love. 
Mant and Miſery all endure. 
All take pains, and all grow 
When they had toil'd the 17 oe day, 
And came at Night to view their rey, 
Oft alas fo ill they'd ſped, 
That half went ſupperleſs to Bed. 
At length they all in Council ſate, 
Where at a very fair Debate, 
It was agreed at laſt, 
That Slavery with Eafe and Plenty, 
When Hounds were LN turn'd of * 
Was much a better Fate, | 
Than *twas to work and faſt. 
1 Pg Well, Sir-—and what did bs do 1 


— 


Why they all went home to their Kennel again. If | 


1 ink they did wiſely, you 'l do well to follow their 
N [Exit Efop. 


=, Ev. well, Beagles, | what om you of the little 


Gentleman's A n 3 


2 Vom. I think he's a litle s ugly Philoſopher and talks 


like a Fool. 

1 Play. Ay, hy there s it now!" If he had boon a tall 
handſome Blockhead;: he had talk'd like a wiſe Man. 

2 Vom. Why, do you think, Mr. ler, that we'll 
ever join again ? | 

I Play. 1 do think, Beet Mrs. Juno, that if we do not 
2 again, you muſt be a little freer of your Carcaſe 

ou are, or you muſt bring dt your Pride to a 


= etticoat. 


1 Vom. And do you thinks” Sir, after the Affronts I 
have receiv d, the Patent and F can ever be Friends? 


1 Play. I I do think, Madam, that if ny Intereſt had ; 


not been more affronted than your Face, the Patent and 


you had never been Foes. 

1 Vom. And fo, Sir, then you | have ſerious Thoughts of 
a Reconciliation ! - . 
1 Play. Madam, I do believe I may. bg 


I Mom. Why then, Sir, give me leave to tell "6. that 


make it my rr e and 1 Il have ſerious Thoughts 


2 Von. 


2 S. c nm, ' 
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2 Vom. Nay, if you are thereabouts, I * to come 
into the Treaty. 
3 lay. And I. 
4 And. 


2 28 And I. No ſoparate Peace. None of your 


Jurin Play, I beſeech you. 


1 Play. Why then, ſince 22 all ſo chriſtianly dif. 


d I think we had beſt adjourn immediately to our 
Council Chamber ;. chooſe. ſome potent Prince for Medi- 
ator and Guarantee Fix upon the Place of Treaty, 
diſpatch our Plenipo's, and whip up the Peace like an 
Oyſter. For, under the Roſe, my Confederates, herei 


ſuch a damn'd Diſcount upon our Bills, I'm afraid, if we 


ſtand it out another pag; we. * live upon ſlender 


Subſiſtence. |  [Exeunt. 


Enter Eſop; and a Country 22 who walks to 


and fro, locking angrily upon Efop. 


Bop. Hare you any Buſineſs with me, Sir ? 

Gent. ——[ can't tell whether I haye or not. 

Eſop. Vou ſeem diſturb'd, Sir. 

Gent. Tm always fo at the ſight of a Courtier, 

Eſep. Pray what may: it be, n you ſo e an 
Antipathy to em? 

Gent, My Profeſſion, 

Efop. What's that? 

Gent. Bone 

Efop. Tis an honeſt Profeſſion: I * Sir, for the 
— Good of Mankind, you are in ſome publick Em- 
P 0 | 

— 80 1 am, 8ir no Thanks to the Court. 

Efop. You' are then, I fuppole, employ d apart 

Gent. My Country. 

Eſep. Who have made you 

Gent. A Senator. | 

Eſop. Sir, I reverence you. | Bowwizz. 3 


Gent. Sir, you may reverence as low as you pleaſe; but I 


wall ſpare none of you. Sir, I am intruſted by my Country 
with above Ten Thouſand of their Grievances, and in or- 


der to redreſs them, my Deßgn is to kang ten thoufand 


Courtiers. 
Ejop. Why, tis making ſhort Work, I muſt confel. ; 
but are you ſure, Sir, that wou'd do't ? 
Gent. Sure. — Ay, ſure. | | 
Vor. 1. M 0 Eſop. 
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A great many Ships, and very 


Eſop. How do you know 


Gent, Why, the whole Country ſays fo and I 7 | 
Head of 'em. Now let me ſee who dares ſay the — 


trary. EW x | | 8 
Eſep. Not I, truly. But, Sir, if you won't take it ill, 
I'Il aſk you a Queſtion or two. ds e 

Gent. Sir, I ſhall take ill what I pleaſe. And if you, 
or C'er a Courtier of you all pretend the contrary, I ſay, 
it's a Breach of Privilege——Now. put your Quettion, if 
you think fit. 


Epp. Why then, Sir, with all due Regard to your Cha- 
racter, and your Privilege too, I wou'd be glad to know 


what you chiefly complain of —_ | 
Gent. Why, Sir, I do chiefly complain, that we have 
little Trade; 4 
A. great many Tenants, and very little Money ; 
A great many Soldiers, and very little fighting; 
A great many Gazettes, and little good News; 
A great many Stateſmen, and very little Wiſdom 
A great many Parſons, and not an. Ounce of Religion. 
Eſep. Why truly, Sir, I do confeſs theſe are Grievances 
very well worth your redreſſing. And I perceive you are 
truly ſenſible of our Diſeaſes, but Im afraid you are a 
little out in the Cure. 7 
Gent. Sir, I perceive you take me for a Country-Phy- 
fician ; but you ſhall find, Sir, that a Country- Doctor is 
able to deal with a Court-Quack ; and to ſhew you that I 
do underſtand ſomething of the State of the Body-Politick, 
I will tell you, Sir, that I have heard a wiſe Man ſay, the 
Court is the Stomach of the Nation, in which, if the Bu- 
ſineſs be not thoroughly digeſted, the whole Carcaſe will 
be in diſorder. Now, Sir, I do find by the Feebleneſi of 
the Members, and the Vapours that fly into the Head, that 
this ſame Stomach is full of Indigeſtions, which muſt be 
remoy'd : And therefore, Sir, I am .come Poſt to Town 
with my Head full of Crocus Metallorum, and deſign to 
give the Court a Vomit. 7 77 75 ES 5, 
Eſop. Sir, the Phyſick you mention, tho' neceſſary ſome- 
times, is of too violent a Nature to be us'd without a great 


deal of Caution. I'm afraid you are a little too raſh in 


your Preſcriptions. Is it not poſſible you may be miſtaken 


in the Cauſe of the Diſtemper? 


Gent. Sir, I do not think it poſſible I ſhou'd be mil- 
taken in auy thing. | 
Eſop. Have you been long a Senator? 


Gent. No, Sir, | 
| : Eſob. 


Poſt in the Nation 


_ Fſop. Have you been much about Town? : 
ent. No, ir o | Fs 
Eſop. Have you convers'd much with Men of Buſineſs ? 
ent. * Sir. ; N . 
Eſop. Have you made any ſerious Enquiry into the pre- 
aut Dior o* the Nation þ | A "5-1 4 
Gent. No, Sir. | 
Efop. Have you ever heard what the Men now employ'd. 
in Buſineſs have to ſay for themſelves ? | 
Gent. No, Sir. es 
Eſop. How then do you know they deſerve to be pu- 
niſh'd for the preſent Diſorders in your Affairs? | 
Gent. I'Il tell you how I know. | 
Eſop. I would be glad to hear, Ea 
Gent. Why, I know by this——I know it, I ſay, by 
this——that I'm ſure on't——And to give you Demon- 
{tration that I'm ſure on't, there is not one Man in a good 
but I'd give my Vote to hang him: 
Now I hope you are convinc'd. | . 
Eſep. As for Example: The firſt Miniſter of State, why 
wou'd you hang him ? : 
Gent. Becauſe he gives bad Counſel, 
Eſop. How do you know? 
Gent. Why they ſay ſo. | 
Eſop. And who would you put in his room? 
Gent. One that would give better, 
Eſop. Who's that? 
Gent, My ſelf. | | | | 
Eſop. The Secretary of State, why wou'd you hang 


Gent. Becauſe he has not good Intelligence. 
6455 How do you know ? 
ent. I have heard fo. | : 
Eſap. And who would you put in his Place? 
Gent, My Father. | : 
Ejop. The Treaſurer, why would you hang him ? 
Gent. Becauſe he does not underſtand his Buſineſs. 
Eſop. How do you know? 
Gent, I dreamt ſo. = „ 
Eſoþ. And who would you have ſucceed him ? 
Gent, My Uncle. | | 
Eſop. The Admiral, why. would you hang him? 
Gent, Becauſe he has not dettroy'd the Enemies Ships 
Eſop. Row do you know he could do it? 
Gent. Why, I believe ſo. | | 
AT 2: : 'F-'S. 
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Eſep. And who would you have command in his ſtead > 


Gent. My Brother. | 
A. And the General, why would you hang him 7 
ent. Becauſe he took ne'er a Town Taft Campaign, 
Eſep. And how do you know it was in his Power 7 
Gent. Why I don't care a Souſe whether "twas in his 
Power or not. But I have a Son at home, à brave chop- 


o 


ping Lad; he has been Captain in the Militia. theſe twelve 


onths, and I'd be glad to ſee him in his Place. What 
do ye ſtare for, Sir? ha! T'gad I tell you he'd ſcour all to 
the Devil. He's none of your Fencers,. none of your ſa-ſa 
Men. Numpbs is downright, that's his Play. You may 
ſee his Courage in his Face: He has a pair of Cheeks like 
two Bladders, a Noſe as flat as your Hand, and a Forehead 
Tike a Bull. 3 


Eſep. In ſhort, Sir, I find if you and your Family were 


provided for, things would ſoon grow better than they do. 
Gent. And ſo they wou' d, Sir. Clap me at the Head 
of the State, and Namphs at the Head of the Army: He 
with his Club-Muſquet, and I with my Club-Headpiece, 
we'd ſoon put an End to your Buſineſs. . 
Eſop. I believe you wou'd indeed. And therefore ſince 
I happen to be acquainted with your extraordinary Abi- 


lities, I am reſolv'd to ive the 1 an Account of you, 


and employ my Intereſt with him, that you and your Son 
may have the Poſts you defire. | | 

Gent. Will you, by the Lord ?-—Give me your Fiſt, 
{Ra only honeſt Courtier that ever 1 met with in my 
„ 898 1 IE 

Eſop. But, Sir, when I have done you this mighty Piece 
of Service, I ſhall have a ſmall Requeſt to beg of you, 
which I hope you won't refuſe me. 1 

Gent. What's that ? 5 

Eſop. Why tis in behalf of the two Officers who are to 
be diſplac'd to make room for you and your Son. 

Gent. The Secretary and the General ? | 2 

Eſop. The ſame. Tis pity they ſhou'd be quite out of 
Buſineſs: I muſt therefore defire you'll let me recom- 
mend one of em to you for your Bailiff, and t'other for 
your Huntſman. © | 

Gent. My Bailiff and my Huntiman-!—Sir, that's not 
to be granted. | | 1 

Efop. Pray Why! | 3 

Gent. Why ?—Becauſe one wou'd ruin my Land, and 
Cother would ſpoil my Fox-Hounds, 1 5 
Eſop. Why do you think ſo? - ad 

| Gent, 
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Gent. Why da I think fo !i—Theſe Courtiers will aſk 
the ſtrangeſt Queſtions —Why, Sir, do you think that 
Men bred up to the State or the Army, can underſtand the 
Bulineſs of ploughing and hunting? 3 

Eſop. I did not know but they might. In 
Cent. How cou'd you think ſo ? | | 

Eſop. Becauſe I ſee Men bred up to Ploughing and 
Hunting, underſtand the Buſineſs of the OY the 
Army. 1 | 

Gent. I'm ſhot I ha'n't one Word to ſay for myſelf 
I never was ſo caught in my Life, | | 

Eſop. I perceive, Sir, by your Looks, what I have faid 
has made ſome Impreſſion upon you; and woule prays 
do more if you wou'd give it leave. ¶ Taking his Hand.] 
Come, Sir, tho' I am a' Stranger to you, I can be your 
Friend; my Favour at Court does not hinder me from be- 
ing a Lover of my Country. Tis my Nature, as well as 
Principle, to be pleas'd with the Proſperity of Man- 
deres I wiſh all things happy, and my Study is to make 
hem ſo. , : 

The Diſtempers of the Government (which I own are 
great) have employ'd the ftretch of my Underſtanding, and 
the deepeſt of my Thoughts, to penetrate the Cauſe, and 
to find out the Remedy. But alas! all the Product af 
my Study is this; That I find there is too near a Reſem- 
blance between the Diſeaſes of the State and thoſe of the 
Body, for the moſt expert Miniſter to become a greater 
Maſter in one than the College is in t'other: And how far 
their Skill extends, you may ſee by this Lump upon my 
Back. Allowances in all Profeſſions there mult be, ſince 
'tis-weak Man that is the weak Profeſſor. Believe me, 
Senator, for I have ſeen: the Proof on't ; The longeſt 
Beard amongſt us is a Fool. Cou'd you but ſtand behind 
the Curtain, and there obſerve the ſecret Springs of State, 
you'd ſee in all the Good or Evil that attends it, ten 
Ounees af Chance for one Grain either of Wiſdom or 
Raguery. ; FT 
| You'd ſee; perhaps a venerable Stateſman fit faſt aſleep 
in a great downy Chair; whilſt in that ſoft Vacation of his 
Thought, blind Chance (or what at leaſt we blindly call 
ſo) ſhall ſo diſpoſe a thoufand ſecret Wheels, that when he 
awakes, he needs but write his Name, to /pubhliſh to the 
cs ſome bleſt Event, for which his Statue ſhall be rais'd 
in Braſs. Es | 
Perhaps a Moment thence, you ſhall behold him tortur- 
ing his Brain; his Thoughts all ſtretcht upon the Rack for 

M 3 s public 


— So ee — : — 2 


thin thyſelf a wiſe Man. 


publick Service. The live-long Night, when all the World's 
at reſt, conſum'd in Care, and watching for their Safety, 
when by a Whirlwind in his Fate, in ſpight of him, ſome 
Miſchief ſhall befal 'em, for which a furious Sentence ſtraight 
ſhall paſs, and they ſhall vote him to the Scaffold. Even 
thus uncertain are Rewards and Puniſhments; and even 
thus little do the People know, when *tis the Stateſman 
merits one or t'other. | 

Gent. Now I do believe I am beginning to be a wiſe 
Man; for I never till now perceived I was a Fool. But 
do you then really believe, Sir, our Men in Buſineſs do the 


beſt they can ? 


Eſep. Many of em do: Some perhaps do not. But this 
you may depend upon; he that is out of Buſineſs is the 
worſt Judge in the World of him that is in: Firſt, becauſe 
he ſeldom knows any thing of the matter: And, Secondly, 
becauſe he always deſires to get his Place. 


| Sent. And ſo, Sir, you turn the Tables upon the Plain. 
tiff, and lay the Fool and Knave at his Door. 


Eſop. If I do him wrong, I'm ſorry for't. Let him ex- 
amine himſelf, he'l] find whether I do or not. [Exit Eſop. 
Gent. Examine I thivk I have had enuugh 
of that already. There's nothing left, that I know of, 
but to give Sentence: And truly I think there's no great 
Difficulty in that. A very pretty Fellow I am indeed! 


Here am I come bellowing and roaring two hundredMiles, 
Poſt, to find myſelf an Aſs ; when with, one quarter of an 
Hour's Conſideration I might have made the ſelf-ſame Diſ- 


covery, without going over my Threſhold, Well! if ever 
they ſend me on their Errand to reform the State again, II 
be damn'd. But this I'll do: I'll go home and reform my 
Family, if T can: Them I'm ſure I know. There's my 
Father's a peevith old Coxcomb : There's my Uncle's 4 
drunken old Sot: There's my Brother's a cowardly Bully: 


Son Numphs is a lubberly Whelp : I've a great ramping 
 Davghter, that ſtares like a Heifer ; and a Wife that's a 


ſlatternly Sow. [Ex. 


Enter a voung, gay, airy Beau, who flands ſmiling con- 


temptibly upon Eſop. 
Eſep. Well, Sir, what are you ? 
Beau. A Fool. + 5 . 1 
Eſop. That's impoſſible z—for if thou wer't, thou 'd'ſ 


Beau. 


* þ © „„ 
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Beau. So I do— This is my own Opinion the tother 3 
my Neighbour's. Walking airily about.] 
Eſob. [gazing after him. ] Have you any Buſineſs with 
me, Sir? 
Beau. Sir, I have Buſineſs with no body, Pleaſure's my 
Stud 
E bp. aſide.] An: odd Fellow this |——Pray, Sir, who 
are you ? 
Beau. I can't tell 
Eſop. -——Do you know who 15 am ? 
Beau. No, Sir: I'm a Favourite at Court, and I adithr 
know myſelf, nor any body elle. 
Zſap. Are you in any Employment ? 
3 Yes—— 
Efop. What is't ? 
eau. I don't know the Name on't. 
Eſob. You know the Buſineſs on't, I hope? 
1 That I do- the Buſineſs of it is —to put in A 
Deputy and receive the Money. 
Eſop. Pray what may be your Name ? 
Beau. Empty. 
Eſap. Where do you live? 
Beau, In the Side-Box. 
Eſop. What do you do there? 
Beau. Logle the Ladies. 
Eſop. To what purpoſe ? 
_ To no purpoſe, 
Bſop. Why then do you do it? 
eau. Becauſe they like it, and I like it. 
Eſop. Wherein conſiſts the Pleaſure ? 
Beau. In playing the Fool. | 
Eſop. Pray, Sir, what Age are you ? | 
Wau Five and twenty my Body; my Head's about 
teen. 
Eſop. — Father living? 
FA Dead, thank God. 
Eſop. Has he been 5 ſo? 
Beau. Poſitively yes | 
Eſop. Where were you brought up? 
Beau. At School. 
Eſop. What School? i 
Beau. The School of Venus. 
Eſ:p. Were you ever at the mann 
Beau. Ves. 
Eſop. What study did you follow there * 
Rau. My Bed- maker. 


M4 | | Ef þ. 
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op. How long did you ſtay ? 
. Till I bet loſt wy Maidenhead. 
7 75 Why did you come away? 
eau. Becauſe I was expell'd. 
45 Where did you go then? 
Beau. To Court. 
2 Who took care of your Education there? 
eau. A Whore and a Dancing-Maſter. 
_ What did you gain by them ? 
eau. A. Minuet, and the Pox. 
| 1157 Have you an Eſtate ? 
eau. I had. f 
Eſop. What's become on't ? 
Beau. Spent. | 
Eſop. In what? | | 
Beau, In a Twelvemonth. | 
Ejop. But how? | 4 
Beau. Why, in Dreſſing, Drinking, Whoring, Claps, 
Dice, and Scriveners. What do you think of me now, old 
| Gentleman? 100 15 | 
; | Eſop. Pray what do you think of yourſelf ? 5 
Beau. I don't think at all: I know how to beſtow my 
we nr _ ES 
op. Are you marrried ? En Tod | 
— 4.64 . you ever a Daughter to beſtow upon 
me ? 8 | ES 
Eſop. She wou'd be well beſtow'd. 
eau. Why, I'm a ſtrong young Dag, you old Put you: 
She may be worſe coupled FS | 
Eſop. Have you then a mind to a Wife, Sir? 
eau. Yaw, Mynheer. | 3 
Eſop. What wou' d you do with her? | 
Beau. Why, I'd take care of her Affairs, rid her of 
all her Troubles, her Maidenhead, and her Portion. 
Eſop. And pray what ſort of Wife wou'd you be wil- 
ling to throw yourſelf away upon ? 
2 Why, upon one that has Youth, Beauty, Qua- 
lity, Virtue, Wit, and Money, ' ak; 
Eſop. And how may you be-qualified yourſelf, to back 
you in your Pretenſions to ſuch a one? 0 85 | 
Beau. Why, I am qualified with——a Perriwig—2 
Snuff-box—a Feather——a——ſmooth Face——a-Fool's 
Head and a Patch. ' © | 1 
Eſep. But one Queſtion more: What Settlements can 
JJ 7 Eo oft ny 244 7 


Bean 


Beau. Settlements Why, if ſhe be a. very great Hei- 
refs indeed, I believe I may ſettle———myſelf upon her for 
Life, and my Pox her Children for ever. 55 

Eſop. Tis enough you may expect I'll ſerve you, if 
it lies in my way. But I.wou'd not have you rely too 
3 upon your Succeſs, becauſe People ſometimes are miſ- 

en 
p As for Example N 
An Ape there Was af nimble Parts, 
A great intruder into Hearts, 
As briſk, and gay, and full of Air, 
As you, or J, or any here; 
Rich in his Dreſs, of ſplendid Shew, . 
And with an Head like any Beau: 
Eternal M'rth was in his Face: 
MW here er he went, 
Ne was content, 
So Fortune had but kindly ſent 
Some Ladies—and a Looking-glaſs. 
Encouragement they always gave him, 
Encouragement to play the Fool; 
For ſoon they found it was a Tool, 
Wou'd hardly he ſo much in Love, 
But that the mumbling of a Glove, 
Or tearing of a Fan, .wou'd fave him. 
; Theſe Bounties he accepts as Proof 
Of Feats done by his Wit and Vouth; 
He gives their Freedom gone for ever, 
Concludes each Female Heart undone, 
Except that very Happy one, 
To which he'd pleaſe to do the Favour. 
In ſhort, ſo ſmooth his matters went, | 
He gueſs d, where'er his Thoughts were bent, | 
The Lady he nuult carry; 85 
So put on a fine new Cravat, FP 
He,comb'd his Wig, he cock:'d his Hat, 
And gave it out, he d marry. | 
But here, alas! he found to's Coſt, 
He had reckon'd long without his Hoſt: 
For wheretoe'er he made th Attack, 
Poor Pug with Shame was beaten back... 
The firſt air She, he had in Chaſe, 
Was young Cat, extremely rich, 
He Mo her was a note Witch; vs 
So h d the Daughter prov'd but Civil, 
Hd been related to the Devil. 


— 


. . 
But when he came 8 
To urge his Flame, 8 
She ſcratch'd him o'er the Face. 
With that he went among the Bitches, 
Such as had Beauty, Wit and Riches, 
And ſwore Miſs Maulkin, to her Coſt, 
Shou'd quickly ſee what ſhe had loſt ; 
But the poor unlucky Swain 
Miſs d his Shepherdeſs again ; 
His Fate was to miſcarry. 
It was his Deſtiny to find, 
That Cats and Dogs are of a mind, 
When Monkeys come to marry. 
Beau. "Tis very well; — Tis very well, old Spark, I fay | 
*tis very well. Becauſe I han't a pair of plod Shoes, and 
a dirty Shirt, you think a Woman won't venture upon me 
for a Huſban Why now to ſhew you, old Father, 
how little you Philoſophers know of the Ladies, I'll tell 
you an Adventure of a Friend of mine. 
A Band, a Bob-Wig, and a Feather, 
Attack'd a Lady's Heart together, 
The Band in a moſt learned Plea, 
Made up of deep Philoſophy, 
Told her, if ſhe wou'd pleaſe to we 
A Reverend Beard, and take inſtead 
Of vigorous Vouth, 
Old ſolemn Truth, $25 
With Books and Morals into Bed, 
How happy ſhe wou'd be. 
The Bob he talk'd of Management, 
What wond'rous Bleſſings Heaven ſent 
On Care, and Pains, and Induſtry ; 
And truly he muſt be fo free, 
To own * thought your airy Beaux, 
With powder'd Wigs and dancing Shoes, 
Were good for nothing (mend his Soul) 
But prate, and talk, and play the Fool. 
He ſaid *twas Wealth gave Joy and Mirth 
And that to be the deareſt Wife, 
Of one who labour'd all his Life, 
To make a Mine of Gold his own, 
And not ſpend S:x-pence when he'd done, 
Was Heaven upon Earth. |, | 
When theſe two Blades had done, d'ye ice, 
The Feather (as it might be me) 


Steps 
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Steps out, Sir, from behind the Skreen, 
With ſuch an Air, and ſuch a Mien, 
Look you, old Gentleman, in ſhort, 
He quickly ſpoil'd the Stateſman's Sport. 
It prov'd ſuch Sun-ſhine Weather, 
That you muſt know, at the firſt Beck 
The Lady leapt about his Neck, 
And off they went together. 
[To Eſop.] There's a Tale for your Tale, old Dad, and 
ſo—Serviteur. „„ [ Exeunt. 
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| Spoken by Capt. Grin. 


\ 4 O U dread Reformers of an impious Age 
You awful Cat-o-nine T. aal, lobe — 4 

This once be juſt, aud in our Cauſe engage. 

To r your Favour, we your Rules obey, 

And treat you with a moral Piece to-day ; 

So moral, we're afraid *twill damn the Play, 
For ibo y ave long been leagu'd (as People tell) 

T reduce the Power exorbitaut of Hell; | 

No Troops you ſend, abate it in this Field, 

But leave us flill expos'd, to flar ue or yield. 

Your Scouts indeed ſometimes come flealing in, 

T” obſerve this formidable Camp of Sin, 

And whiſper, if we'll piouſiy declare, IE 


E. 


What Aids you then will ſend to help us thro' the War. 


To this we er, We're a {eeble State, 
And cannot well afford to love or hate, 
So fbou'd not meddle much in your Debate. 
Rut fince your Cauſe is good, thus far aue i go, 
When Portugal declares, we'll do ſo too, | 
Our Caſes, as we think, are much alike, 
And on the ſame Conditions we ſbould ftrikez 
Send to their Aid a hundred Men e War, 
To ours a bundred Squadr-n: of the Fair; 
Rig out your Wives and Daugh rs all around, 
(1 mean wh" are fit for Service, tight and ſound) 
And for a Prof our Meaning is fincere, 
See but the Ships are good, and if you fear, 
A want of Equipage, we I man them here. 
Theſe are the Terms on which you may engage 
The Poet's Fire to batter from the Stage, 


} | 
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U ſeſul Ally! whoſe Friendſhip lets you in 

Upon the weak and naked Side of Sin ; 

Againſt your old Attack the Foe's prepar'd, 

Well fortify'd, and always on his Guard; 

The ns. Shot you ſend are flung in vain; | 

By impious Hands, with inſolent Diſdain, „ } | 
Fhey' re gather d up and fir'd at you again. 

Thro' baffled Toils and unſucceſsful Cares ; _ 
In Slaughter, Blood, and Wounds, and pious Snares, ) 
Y ave made a Flanders War theſe fiſteen hundred Years, 
Change then your Scheme, if you'll your Foe annoy, 

And the infernal Bajazet deſtroy : | | 

Our Aid accept, 

WW" ave gentler Stratagems which may ſucceed; 

We'll tickle em, where you wou'd make em bleed: 

In Sounds leſs harſh we'll teach 'em to obey; . 

In ſofter Strains the evil Spirit lay, ; 
And fleal their Immorality away. 


| 
Pramatie 


Dramatis Perſonz.. 


MEN. 
Don Felix, a Gentleman of Valanc ia, Capt. .Griffn.. 
Don Pedro, Mr. Wilks, 
Don Guzman, ; Lovers of Leonora, 1 Mr. Mills. 
Don Fobn, 1 | Mr. Cibber. 
Lopez, Servant to Don John, Mr. Pinkethmaz.. 


Galindo, Servant to Don Guzman, Mr, Bulloct. 


WOMEN. | 


Leonora, Daughter to Don Felix, Mrs, Rogers. ; 
Iſabella, her Friend, and Sitter to Mrs. Kew t. 


Guzman, „ . 
Jacinta, Woman to Leonora, Mrs, Oldfield. - 
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SCENE, i Don John's Lodgingst 
Enter Don John beating Lopez. 


NN OLD, Sir, 4 there's enough in all Con- 
* ſcience; I'm reaſonable, I aſk no more; I'm 
H content. | Dr Ig | 
* * Don . Then there's a double Content, you 
KN at Dog, and a Brace of Contents more into the 
Bargain. Now is't well? [ Striling again and again.] 
Lop. O mighty well, Sir, you'll never mend it; pray, 
leave it as tis. „ 
Don F. Look you, you Jackanapes, if ever I hear 
Offer at your impertinent Advice again | 
Lp. And why, Sir, will you Rifle the moſt uſeful of 
my Qualifications ? 12 
Don F. Either, Sirrah, I paſs for a very great Block- 
head with you, or you are pleas d to reckon much upon my 
Patience. 8 | 
Loop. Your Patience, Sir, indeed is, great: 1 feel at this 
time forty Proofs on't upon my Shoulders: But really, 
Sir, I wou'd adviſe you to „ 
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Don F. Again! I can bear thee no longer. Here, Pen 
and Ink, I'll give thee thy Diſcharge : Did I take you for 
a Valet, or a Privy-Counſeller, Sir? 
Lep. Tis confeſs'd, Sir, you took me but for humble 
Employment; but my Intention was agreeably to ſurprize 
you with ſome ſuperior Gifts of Nature, to your faithful 


Slave. I profeſs, my noble Maſter, a moſt perfect Know. 


ledge of Men and Manners. Yours, gracious Sir, (with 

all reſpect I ſpeak it) are not irreprehenſible. And I'm a- 

fraid in time, Sir, I am indeed, they'll wriggle you into 

ſome ill-favour'd Affair, whence with all my Underſtand- 

ing J ſhall be puzzled to bring you off, 155 
Don F. Very well, Sir. 


| Lep. And therefore, Sir, it is, that I, poor Lopez at 
I am, ſometimes take leave to moralize. | 
Don J. Go, go, moralize in the Market-Place; I'm 


quite worn out. Once more, march. 
Lop. Is the Sentence definitive ? 
Don F. Pofitive. _ ie 
Lop. Then pray let us come to account, and ſee what 
Wages are due. | | 
Don J. Wages | Refund what you have had, you Raſ- 
cal you, for the Plague you have given me. : 
Lop. Nay, if I muſt loſe my Money, then let me claim 
another Right; Loſers have leave to ſpeak. Therefore ad- 
vance, my Tongue, and ſay thy Pleaſure; tell this Maſter 
of mine, he ſhou'd die with Shame at the = he leads; 
So much unworthy of a Man of Honour: Tell him 
Don F. Tl hear no more. FN 
Lep. You ſhall indeed, Sir. 8 
Don J. Here, take thy Money, and be gone. 
yt. K Counters all; adien you gliſtring Spangles of the 
World, farewel ye Tempters of the Great, not me. Tell 
Don F. Stay. | 3 ; 
Lop. Go on; tell him he's worſe among the Women 
than a Ferret among the Rabbits : at one and all, from- 
the Princeſs to the Tripe-Woman; handiome, ugly, old 
Women and Children, all go down. | 5 
Don F. Very well. . Pn Z 
Lop. It is indeed, Sir, and ſo are the Stories you tell 


them to bring them to your matters. The Handſome, - 


ſhe's all Divinity to be ſure; the Ugly, ſhe's ſo agreeable, 
were it not for her Virtue, ſhe'd be over-run with Lovers; 
the light airy Flipflap, ſhe kills him with her Motions; 
the dull heavy-tail'd Maukin melts him down with = =; | 

z- 
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deſty ; the ſcragged lean pale Face has a Shape for Deftruce 


tion; the fat over-grown Sow has an Air of Importance 

the tall aukward Trapes with her Majeſty wounds ; the 
little ſhort Trundle-tail ſhoots a a e : In a 
Word, they have all ſomething for him—and he has ſome- 
thing for them all. | 

Don F. And thus, you Fool, by a general Attack, I 
keep my Heart my own ; lie with them that like me, and 
care not Six-pence for them that don't, | 

Lop. Well ſaid, well ſaid, a very pretty Amuſement 
truly! But pray, Sir, by your leave (Ceremony afide) 
ſince you are pleas'd to clear up into Converſation, what 
mighty matters do you expect from boarding a Woman 
you know is already, Heart and Soul, engag'd to another? 

Don F. Why I expect her Heart and Soul ſhou'd diſen- 
gage in a Week. If you live a little longer with me, 
Sirrah, you'll know how to inſtru& your next Maſter to 
the purpoſe ; and therefore that I may charitably equip you 
for a new Service, now I'm turning you out of my own, 
T'll let you know, that when a Woman loves a Man beſt, 
ſhe's in the moſt hopeful way of betraying him; for Love, 
like Fortune, turns upon a Wheel, and is very much gi- 
ven to riſing and falling. | | 

Lop. Like enough : Bnt as much upon the Weather- 
cock as the Ladies are, there are ſome the Wind muſt blow 
hard to fetch them about: When ſuch a ſturdy Huſſy falls 
in your Honour's way, what Account may things turn to 
then, an't pleaſe ye? | 

Don J. They turn to a Bottle, you Puppy. 

Lop. I find they'll always turn to ſomething; but when 
you purſue a poor Woman only to make her Lover jealous, 
what Pleaſure can you take in that ? | 

Don F. That Pleaſure. 

Lop. Look you there again. | TOR 

Don J. Why, Sirrah, d'you think there's no Pleaſure in 
ſpoiling their Sport, when I can't make my own ?. 
| Lep. Ol to a good-natur'd Man, to be ſure there muſt ; 
but 1uppoſe, inſtead of fending and proving witn his Miſ- 
treſs, he ſhou'd come to———a- parrying and thruſt- 


ing with you; what becomes of your Jay then, my noble 
Maſter? | 1 
Don F. Why do you think I'm afraid to fight, you 
Raſcal?;̃ | = * 
Lop. I thought we were talking of what we loy'd, not 
what we fear q, Sir. | 2 


Don 


284 THE FALSE FRIEND. 
"TT Sir, I love every thing that leads to what I love 


| 2 I know, Sir, you have often fought. upon theſe Oc- 
ea 
a Don F. Therefore that has been no ſtop to my Plea- 
ures. 

Lop. But you have never been kill'd once, Sir; and 


when that happens, you will for ever loſe the Pleaſure 
o 


Don F. {firiking 525 ] Breaking your Head, you Raſ- 
cal, which Vine afflict me heartily, Sce who knocks ſo 
hard. [ Knocbiug.] 

Lob. Somebody that thinks I can hear no n, than 
you * can feel. 


Enter Don Guzman, 


Don G. Don Fohn de Alvarada, is he here? 

Lop. There's the Man. Shew me ſuch another if you 
can nd him. [Alide.] 

Don G. Don John, I deſire to ſpeak with you alone. 
| _ F. You may ſpeak before this Bellow, Sir, * 
truſty. | 

Don G. Tis an Affair of Honour, Sir. 

Don F, Withdraw, Lopez. 

Lop. Behind the Door I will, and no farther. Add. 73 
| This Fellow looks as if he came to ſave me A broken Head. 

[Lopez retires.] 


Don 6, I call myſef Don Guammnan de Torrellas, un 
know what Blood 1 ſpring from; 1 am a 1 N _ | 


conſequence not rich; but I am -efteem'd m Men of 
Honour: I have been "Cavan to ex in Battles 


| _— and I have met with in — Feafts . at 


Lap. So much by way of Introduction. | 4fde.] 
Don J. I. under your Merit, Sir, and mou: d be 
glad to do as much by your Buſineſs. 


Don G. (Give Attention, and you Il be inſtruſted. I love 


 Leonora, and from my Youth bare done fo. Long the 


rejected my Sighs, and deſpi 9 but my Con- 


— at laſt hath vanquifſn d. I have found the way to- 
her Heart, and nothing is wanting to compleat my Joy, 
but the Conſent of her Father, whom I cannot yet convince, 
that the Wants in my Fortuneare recompens'd by the Me- 
my of wy Perſon. | * 3 
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Lop. He's a very dull Fellow indeed. [A/ide.] 

Don G. In the mean while the Object of my Vows is a 
Sharer in my Grief, and the only Cordial we have is the 
Pleafure of a feeret Converſation, thro' a ſmall Breach I 
have made in a thin Partition that divides our Lodgings. I 
truſt you, Don John, with this important Secret; Friend 
or Enemy, you are noble, therefore keep it, I charge your 
Honour with it. | | 

Lap. You cou'd not put it in better Hands. Ade. 
Don G. But more, my Paſſion for this Lady is not hid 
#1 Valencia is acquainted with my Wiſhes, and. approves - 
my Choice. You alone, Don John de Aluarada, ſeeming 
ignorant of my Vows, dare traverſe My Amour. 
Don F. Ge on. £7 
Lo. Theſe Words import war; lie cloſe, Lopez. [ Afide.] 
Don G. Yow are the Argas of our Street, and the Spy 
of Leonora; whether Diana by her borrow'd Light, ſup- 
plies the abſence of the Aſræa of Day, or that the Shades 
of Night cover the Earth with impenetrable Darkneſs; 
you fill] attend till Aurora s Return, under the Balcony of 
that adorable Beauty. . 
Do F. Jo. | | | 
Don G. Wherever ſhe moves, you ſtill follow as her 

Shadow, at- Church, at Plays: Be her Buſmeis with Hea- 

ven or Earth, your Importunity is ſuch, you'll ſhare it. 

Lop. He is a forward Fellow, that's the truth on't. 
[AJide.] MEE fs} SCE oy | 

Don G. But what's ſtill farther, you take the liberty to 
copy me; my Words, my Actions, every Motion is no 
ſooner mine, but yours. In ſhort, you ape me, Don; 
and to that Point, I once deſign'd to ſtab myſelf, and try if 
you wou'd fol low me in that too. 

Lop. No, there the Monkey wou'd have left you. 

[4/de.} | | | | 

Don G. But to conclude. 

Don J. Tis time. | 

Don G. My Patience, Don, is now no more; and I 
pronounce, that if henceferth I find you under /,corora's 

Window, who never wiſh'd, fond Man, to fee you there, 
I by the ways of Honour ſhall fix you in another Station, 
I leave you to conſider on't.. Farewel. [Exit Don Guz. 

Don J. Hold, Sir, we had e' en as good do this honour- 
able Deed now. 


Re-enter 
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Re-iater Lopez. | 


, ; Lop. No, pray, Sir, let him go, and may be you mayn's t 
have occafion to do it at all. | 
Don F. 1 thought at firſt the Coxcomb came upon ano- 


ther Subject, which wou'd have embarraſs'd me n 


more. 

Lop. Now this was a Subject wou'd have embarraſs'd me 
enough in all conſcience, 

Don F. I was afraid he came to forbid me ſeeing his 
Siſter Iſabella, with whom I'm upon very good Terms, 

Lop. Why now that's a hard Caſe, when you have got a , 
Man's Siſter, you can't leave him his Miſtreſs. 

Don J. No, Changeling, I hate him enough, to love 
every Woman that belongs to him: and the Fool has fo 
E me by this Threatning, that I believe I ſhall 

ve a Stroke at his pr, before 1 think myſelf even 
with him. 

_ A moſt admirable way to make up Accounts 
tru 

Don F. A Son of a Whore! „death, I did not care 
Six - pence for the Slut before, but now I'll have her Mai- 
den KN in a Week, for fear the * ſhou'd marry her 
in ten Days. 

Lop. Mum; here's her Father: I 1 warrant this old 
Spark c. comes to correci our way of living too. 


Enter Don Felix. \ 


Don F. Don John | fx 
Don F. Don Felix, do I ſee you in my poor Dwelling ? 
Pray, to what lucky Accident do I owe this Honour? 
Don F. That I may ſpeak to you without conſtraint, 
pray ſend away your Servant. - 
p. What the Pox have I done to em, they are all ſo 
uneaſy at my Company? [ Aſide.] 
Don F. Give us Chairs, and leave the Room. 
. If this old Fellow comes to quarrel with us foo, 
he'll at leaſt do us leſs harm. [A/ede.] 
Don F. Won't you retire, Fraud? [Looking behind. 
Don J. Be gone, Sirrah. 
Lop. [ aſide.] Pox take ye 
ſhall be even with you. LAS 
Don F. You know me, Sir. 


you old Prig you: ButI 
TOs 


Don 
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Don F. I do, Sir. 
Don F. That I call myſelf ——— 
Don J. Don Felix. | 
Don F. That I am of the Houſe of | 
Don J. Cabrera, one of the firſt of Valencia. 
Don F. That my Eſtate is 
Don F. Great. 
Don F. You know that I have ſome Reputation in the 
World. | 9 
Don F. I know your Reputation equals your Birth. 
Don F. And you are not ignorant, that Heaven for the 
Conſolation of my grey Hairs has given me an only Daugh- 
ter, who is not deform'd. 
Don F. Beauteous as Light. | 
Don F. Well ſhap'd, witty, and endow'd with—— 
Don F. All the good Qualities of Mind and Body. 
Don F. Since you are ſatisfy'd with all this, hearken, 
I pray, with Attention, to the Buſineſs that brings me hi- 


er. 
Don F. I all, | | | 
Don F. We all know, Don Fohn, ſome by their own 

Experience, ſome by that of others, how nice a Gentle- 
man's Honour is, and how eafily tarniſh'd ; an Eclair- 
ciſement manag'd with Prudence, often prevents Misfor- 
tunes that perhaps might be upon the Point of attending 
us. TI have 3 it my Duty to acquaint you, that I 
have ſeen your Deſigns upon my Daughter: You paſs 
Nights entire under her Window, as if you were ſearching 
an O g ee U. get into my Houſe; there is no body in 
the Town but has taken notice of your Proceedings; you 
give the Publick a Subject for diſadvantageous Diſcourſe; 
and tho? in reality Leonora's Virtue receives no Prejudice 
by it, her Reputation daily runs ſome riſque. ' My Years ' 
have taught me to judge right of Things; and yet I have 
not been able to decide what your End can be; you can't 
regard my Daughter on a foot of Gallantry, you know 
her Virtue, and my Birth too well; and for a Wife you 
ſeem to have no Thought, ſince you have yet made no De- 
mand to me: What then is your Intention? You have 
heard, perhaps, I have hearken'd to a Gentleman of Toledo, 
a Man of Merit. I own I have, and I expect him daily 
here; but, Don John, if tis that which hinders you from 
declaring in form, I'Il eaſe you of a great deal of Trouble 
which the Cuſtoms of the World impoſe upon theſe Occa- 
ſions, and, in a Word, I'll break with him, and give you 
Leonora. . 

Lop. 


— — = 2 
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nave done me, which I take very unkindly. 


Don F. Uſed me, Sir? you have uſed me va il, fo 
come into my own Houſe to ſeduce me. 
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Lop. Good. [ Afide.] 
Don F. You don't anfwer ot whe iy r n, 


7e J. That 1 have been dock a Sot, old Gentleman 
to hear you with ſo much Patience. [Rifing.] ; 
Don F. How, Don Tm more aeg your An. 
ſwer, than I was with your Silence. 
Don J. Aſtoniſh'd! Why han't you talk'd to me of 
Marriage [ne aſks me to marry, and wanders what 1 
complain of! 
— F. Tis tes well, Don John, the Outrage 


zs violent! You infult me in your own Houſe, But know, 


Sir [Riſeng.] 

Don F. But know, Sir, there needs no Quartel, if you 
pleaſe, Sir; I like your Daughter very well; but for mar- 
rying her—— Serviteur. 

Don F. _—_ Guzman de Nm has not let Merit 
than. you, Don 

Don J. Agreed; what then? 

Don F. And yet 1 have refus'd him my Daughter. 

Don F. Why then you have uſed him better than yau 


Don F. I have us'd you, Sir 


Don F. What Extravagance ! : 0 
Don F. What Perſecution | A 9 
Don F. Am I then to have no other Anſwer ? „ 
Don F. Methinks you have enough in all Conſcience, 
Don F. Promiſe me, at leaſt, you'll ceaſe; to love my 
Daug hter, : * 
Don FJ. I won't affront your Famih d d far er. 1 
Lop. I'gad my Maſter ſhines to-day. ¶ Aide. 
Den F. Know, Don, that I can bear no more. 
If he cou'd, 1 think there's no more to lay upon 


him. 


Don F. If 1 find you continue to importune Leonora, 1 


mall find a way to ſatisfy my offended Honour, and punifh 
your Preſumption. 


Don J. You ſnall do what you pleafe to me, provid- 


ed 3 don't marry me. 


on F. ech Atvarada, there are ways to rovengy 


vie" outrageous Affronts as meſe. | 


Don F. I won't marry. 
Don F. Tis enough. | [Exit Don Felix 
l Re- enter 
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_ . 


Re-enter Lopez. 

Lop. So; the old Fellow's gone at laſt, and has carry 
—— along with Dn | [ 4/ide.} ka 1 * 4 

Don F. Lapex | 

Lop. Sir | | 

Don F What doſt think Rhe - wou'd have marry'd me! 
| Lop. Ves, he had found his man. But you have been 
even with him. ; „ „ 

Don F. What, thou haſt heard us then? _ 
Lop. Or I were no Valet: But pray what does your 
Honour intend to do now ? Will you continue the Siege of 
a Place, where 'tis probable they will daily augment the 
Foriifications, when there are ſo many open Towns you 


may march into without the Trouble of opening the Treneh- 


es? | 
Don J. F am going, Lopez, to double my Attacks; 
I'll beat up her Quarters: fix times a Night, I am now down- 
right in love: the Pifficulties pique me to the Attempt, 
and I'Il conquer or I'll die. Os: 
Lop. Why, to confeſs -the Truth, Sir, I find you much 
upon my Taſte in this matter; Difficulties are the Rocom- 
bolle of Love, I never valu'd an eaſy Conqueſt in my Life. 


To rouſe my Fire, the Lady myſt cry out, as ſoftly as ever 


ſhe can, Have a care, my Dear, my Mother has ſeen us; 
my Brothers ſuſpe& me; my Huſhand may ſurprize us: O, 
dear Heart, have a care, I pray! Then I play the Devil: 
But when I come to a Fair-one, where I may hang up my 
Cloke upon a Peg, get into my Gown and Slippers—— 
Don J. Impudent Rogue! [A/de.] EF EE 
Lop. See her ftretch'd upon the Couch in great Security, 
with——my:Dear, come kiſs me, we have nothing to fear; 
I droop, 1 yawn, I ſleep. ys gs” 
Don J. Well, Sir, whatever you do with your Fair-one, 
I am going to be very buſy with mine; I was een almoſt 
weary of her, but Cugman and this old Fellow have re- 
viv'd my dying Fire; and fo, have at ber. jp 
Lop. Tis all mighty well, Sin mighty well, Sir, as can 
be in the World. But if you wou'd have the Goodneſs. to 


conſider en paſſant, or fo, a little now and then, about 


Swords and Daggers, and Rivals and old. Fellows, and 
Piſtols and gfeat'Guns, and ſuch like Bawbles, only now 
anc then at leiſure, Sir, not to interrupt things of more 
Conſequence, _ 15 | ay OS 

Vor. I. | N | Pon 


| 


ſuppoſe. 
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Don J. Thou art a cowardly Raſca we 
ere "at | ten Gown: I, J have often con- 
Lop. Ay, that's true, Sir, and yet a Blunderbuſs is pre- 
ſently diſcharged out of a Garret Window. 
Don J. Come, no more Words, but follow me: How 
now ! what Impertinence have we here now to ſtop me ? 


Enter Don Pedro. 


Lop. Tis Don Pedro, or I'm a Dog. 

Don J. Impoſſible! Don Pedro return'd ! 

Don P. Tis I, my deareſt Friend; I'm come to forget 
all the Miſeries of a long Abſence, in one happy Embrace, 
[They embrace.) 

Don F. I'm overjoy'd to ſee you. 

Don P. Mine's not to be expreſt. What, Friend Lopez 
Here ſtill! How doft do, Lopez ? What, doſt not know 
me? | 

| Lop. As well as my Father's Seal, Sir, when he ſends 
me a Bill of Exchange. 

Don P. Juſt as he was, I find, Galliard ſtill. 

| Lop. I find it very unwholeſome to be otherwiſe, Sir. 

Don F. You have then quitted the Service in Flanders, I 


on P. I have ſo, Friend; I have left the Enſigns of 
Mars, and am liſting myſelf in a ſofter Militia. 
Don F. Explain, pray. | ft | 
Don P. Why, when your Father's 2 oblig'd you 
to leave Bruſſels, and return hither to the plentiful Fortune 
he left you; I ſtay'd in Flanders, very triſt for your Loſs, 
and 555 three Vears in the Trade of War. About two 
Months ſince, my Father writ to me from Toledo, that he 
was going to marry me very advantageouſly at Valencia: 
He ſent me the Picture of the Lady, and I was fo well 
pleaſed with it, that I immediately got my Conge, and em- 


bark'd at Dunkirk; I had a quick Paſſage to the Groyne, 


from whence by the way of Madrid, I am come hither 
with all the ſpeed I cou'd. I have, you muſt know, been 
two Days in Town, but I have lain Incognito,. that I might 
inform myſelf of the Lady's Conduct I'm to marry ; and 


I have diſcover'd, that ſhe's ſerv'd by two Cavaliers of Birth 


and Merit. But tho' they have both given many Proofs of 
a moſt violent Paſſion, I have found for the Quiet of my 
Honour, that this virtuous Lady, out of Modei.y o Pru- 
dence, has ſhewn a perfect Indifference to them an | _ 
| . 
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Gallantries ; her Fortune is conſiderable, her Birth is high, 


her Manners irreproachable, and her Beauty fo great, that 


nothing but my Love can equal it. x7 
Don F. I have hearken'd to you, Don Pedro, with a. 
great deal of Attention, and Heaven's my Witneſs, I have 
a mighty Joy in ſeeing you; but the Devil fetch me, it 
N my Heart bleed to hear you are going to be mar- 
ried. p 


won't „5er, it, but that you 
ment o 


that is to do you this good Turn) RY 
Don P. Vou'll know it preſently ; for I'm going to carry 
you to her Houſe. nov Pour d't Xt mall 
Don F. You ſhall. tell me at leaſt who are her two Gal- 
late 5h A} | rol in 
Don P. One, they cou'd not tell me his Name; t'other 
— 


$« 34+ # 


Don P. Then, honeſt | Lopez, with your Maſter's 
Leave, go to the New-Inn, the King of France on Horſeback, 
and ſee if my Servant's return'd; I'll be there immediate- 
ly, to charge thee with a Commiſſion of more Impor- 
tance. EZ | 
Lop. T ſhall perform your Orders, Sir, both to your 
Satisfaction, and my own Reputation. [ Exit Lopez. 

Don F. [Very quaint.) Well, old Acquaintance, 
you are going to be married then? *'Tis reſolved : Ha! 
Don P. So ſays my Star. | 

Don F. [ne fooliſheſt Star that has ſaid any thing a 


great walz. 
N 2 | Don 
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Don P. Still the fame, I ſee! Or, more than ever, 2 


reſolv'd to love nothing. 
| Don F. Love nothing! Why, Tm in love at this 
ve Time. 
n P. With what? 
Don J. A Woman, | 
Don P. Imapeſlible ! 5 
Don F. True. 
Don P. And how came you in love with her? 
Don F. Why I was ordered not to be in love with 


r. 
Don P. Then thires more Humour than Love in't. 


| Don J. There ſhall be what you pleaſe in't: But T 
an' t = the . till I nde en. her 


there's 5 
Don P. Mayn' t 11 3 her Name ? | 
Don . When you have let me into yeur conjugal 


Don P. Pray ftay here, but till I have ſent Lopes to 
my Father-in-law :. I'll come back and 85 you with 
me in a Moment. | | ; 


2; I'll expect you. 
Adieu, dear Friend! may Ii in „bet e you 


quickly in love. Exit don Pedro. 
Don F. May I, without a Jeſt, ſee you quickly a 
Widower. | | 


1 
Der John 2 20 


"Ute romes, he ſays, to marry a Woman of Quality that 
has wo Lovers- 73 it ſhould be Leonora But why 


ſhe ? There are many, I hope, in that Condition in Valen- 
tin——I'm a litttle embarraſs'd about it however * 


Frienghiß , take heed; if Woman e, 
Be * Hour of thy Deſtruction s near. 


[Exit 
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| ACT II. 
S CE N E, Leonora“ Apartment. 


Enter Leonora, Iſabella, and Jacinta. 


you ſhut the outer Gates | 

Fac. I have, Madam. | | 
Leo. Shut the Window too; we ſhall have him. get in 
there, by and by. | 


o 


Iſa. What's this you are in ſuch. Apprehenſions of, 


7 „ | 
eo. Nothing worth naming. ; 

Ja. You diſſemble: Something of Love in the caſe, I'll 
warrant you, TS 3 4843 

Leo. The Reverſe on't; tis Averſion. My Imperti- 
nent Star has furniſh'd me with a Lover for my Guard, 
who is never from my Window; he perſecutes me to Diſ- 
traction; I affront him fifty times a-day; which he receives 
with a Bow down to the Ground ; In ſhert, all I can 
do, is doing nothing at all: He till perſiſts in loving me, 
as much as I hate him. Ay of; a FLO 938% 

La. Have a care he don't get the better on't, for all that; 
for when a Man loves a Woman well enough to perſevere, 
tis odds but ſhe at laſt loves him well enough to make him 


with this trouhleſome Wretch Jacinta, 


give it over. But I think Thad as good take off my Scarf; 
tor ſince my Brother Don Guzman knows I'm with you, 


= wont quarrel at my return for the Length of my Vi- 
fit. | | | ? 


bella, you are a little melancholy. 
7 And you a little thoughtful. 
Leo. Pray tell me your Affliction, 
J. Pray don't conceal yours. 
ea. Why truly, my Heart is not at eaſe. 
| 36 Mine, I fear, never will. SY, 
eo. My Father's marrying me againſt my Inclination. 
La 


mine. 
Leo. You know I love your Brother, Don Guzman. 
I/a. And you-ſhall know, I'm uneaſy for Don Jabn de 
Alvaraaa. 


Leo. D EAR Iſabella, come in: How: aun-plagu'd | 
ve . 


Leo. If he ſhou'd, I ſhou'd quarrel with him, which 
few things elſe would make me do. But methinks, 1/a- 


; My Brother is hindering me from marrying with 


1 © ES 
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Leo. Don Jobn 
Ja. The ſame. | | 
os. Have you any reaſon to hope 4 a Return ? 

Ja. I think fo. 

Leo. I'm afraid, my Dear, you abuſe yourſelf, 

Iſa. Why? 

Teo. Becauſe he is "already i in love with 
" Ta. Who? 
Lea. Me. 

Ja. I wou'd not have you too poſitive in that, Ma- 
dam, for I am very ſure that— 

Leo. Madam, I am very ſure that he's the troubleſome 
Gueſt I juſt now complain'd of: And you may believe 
| e eee I can never believe he's troubleſome to 

any 

Leo. 5 dear Madam: But I'm fore I'm forc'd to keep 
my Windows ſhut, till I'm almoſt dead with Heat, and 
that I think is troubleſome. 

Ta. This Miſtake is eaſily ſet right, f FOYER ; our Houſes 
join, and when he looks at my Window, you fancy tis 
at yours. 

Leo. But when he attacks my Door, Madam, and al- 
moſt breaks it down, I don t know how in the World to 
fancy tis yours. \ 

Ja. A Man may do that to diſguiſe his real Inclination. 

Teo. Nay, if you Pleaſe, believe he's dying for you. I 
with he were ; then I ſhou'd be troubled no more with him, 
Be ſure, Facinta, you don't open a Window to-night. 

Ta. Not while I'm here at lealt ; for if he knows that, 
he may chance to preſs in. 

Leo. Look you, Iſabella, tis ontivnl y alike to me, ' who 
he's fond of ; but I'm ſo much your F riend, I can't en- 
dure to ſee you deceiv'd. + 

Ja. And fince I have the ſame Kindneſs for you, Leo- 
nora, know, in ſhort, that my Brother 1s ſo alarm'd at 
his Paſſion for me, that he has forbid him the Street. 

Leo. Bleſs my Soul ! and don't you plainly fee by that, 

he's e. of him upon my account ? 
| Ja. [ſan miling.} He's jealous of his Honour, Madam, | 
left he ſhou'd debauch his Siſter. 

Leo. I fay, he's jealous of his Love, leſt he ſhou'd corru pt 
his Miſtreſs. - , 

Iſa. But why all this Heat? If you love my Brother, 
- why are you concern'd Don John ſhou'd love me? 

Lev. Im not concern'd : I have no Deſigns upon him, I 
care not who he loves. 


Ja. Why then are you angry? | „ 


THE FALSE FRIEND. 295 


Leo. Why do you ſay he does not care for me 
Iſa. Well, to content you then; I know nothing cer- 
tain but that I love him. F 
Leo. And to content you; Iknow nothing fo certain, 
as that I neither love him, nor ever can love him: And fo 
I hope we are Friends again. | | 2325 
Ja. Kiſs me then, and let us never be otherwiſe. * 
eo. Agreed: [They kiſs.) And now, my Dear, my 
Misfortune's neareſt, J am firſt to be pity'd, I am the moſt 
wretched Woman living. My Father every Moment ex- 
pects a Gentleman from Flanders, to whom he has reſolv'd 
to marry me. But neither Duty, nor Prudence, nor Dan- 
ger, nor Reſolution, nor all I can ſummon to my Aid, 
can drive your Brother from my Heart : but there he's 
fix d to ruin me. 1 
Jac. Madam, here's Don Guzman at the Chamber 
Door; he begs ſo paſſionately to come in, ſure you can't re- 
fuſe him. I. | | | 
Leo. Heav'ns! but does he conſider to what he expoſes 
me? g 
Jac. Madam, he conſiders nothing; if he did I'd ſay he 
were an impudent Fellow to pretend to be in love with you. 
Leo. Shall I venture, Iſabella? _ 
Iſa. You know beſt. TY 


1 


Enter Don Guzman. 


Jac. Marry, methinks he knows beſt of us all, for 
here he comes. | 2 
Don 6. Forgive me, lovely Leonora; tis the laſt 
time perhaps that I may beg your Pity. My Riyal is not 
far off; Exceſs of Modeſty is now our Ruin. Break 
through it, for this Moment you have left, and own to 
your old Father how you love. He once did fo himſelf ; 
our Scene of Sorrow may perhaps recall ſome ſmall remem- 
brance of his tender Years, and melt him into Mercy. 
Leo. Alas, Don Guzman- 
Fac. O Heavens, Madam 
Leo. What's the matter? | 
Fac. Mare undone, here's your Father. 
1/a. What an unlucky Accident ! 
Leo. Has he ſeen Don Guzman ? 
Fac. Nay, the deuce knows. | 
1a. Where ſhall he hide himſelf ? 


Fac, In the Moon, if he can get thither. 
| M4: | Enter 
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915 Enter Don Felix. 


Don G. I muſt e'en ſtand it now. | 
Don F. Good News, my Daughter, good News ; I come 

to acquaint. you, that - How now? What's the 

3 of this? Don Guzman in my Daughter's Cham- 

22 1 1 | 

Don G. I ſee your Surprize, Sir, but you need not be 

diſturb'd ; *twas tome ſudden Buſineſs wich my Siſter, 
brought me here. 

Don F. Tis enough, Sir: I'm glad to find you here; 

you ſhall be a Witneis, that I know how to preſerve the 
Honour of my amily | 
Don G. Wit mean you, Sir? 
Don F. To merry Leonora this Moment. 

Don G. How lay you? 

Don F. I ſay you ſhall have nothing left to aſk of me. 
Don G. Is't poſſible? O Heavens ! what Joy J feel! 
Don F. Leonora prepare your Hand and Heart. 

Leo. They both are ready, Sir; and in giving me the 
Man I love, you charge me with a Debt of Gratitude, can 
never be repay'd. | 

Don G. [ Kneeling.) Upon my Knees, I thank the 
beſt of Men for bleſſing me with all that's bleſt in Wo- 
man. | 

Iſa. How well that kind, that gentle Look becomes 

Fac. Now methinks he looks like an old Rogue, I don't 

like his Looks. [ Aſide.] mY 


1 Enter Lopez. 


Lo. To all whom it may Concern, greeting, Don Pedro 
Oſorio acknowledging himſelf. moſt unworthy of the Ho- 
nour intended him, in the Perſon of the fair Leonora, 
addreſſes himſelf, by me his ſmall Ambaſſador, to the Ge- 
neroſity of Don Felix, for leave to walk in and take Poſ- 
ſeſſion. 1 
Don F. I had already given Order for his Entrance. 

Don G. What is't I hear ! FT 

Leo: Support me. 

Va. She faints. | 4 55 

Don G. Look, Tyrant, here, and if thou can'ſt be 
cruel ! [ Holding ber.] | 

Don F. Bring in Don Pedro. 1 

on 
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Don G. Barbarian ! - 

Fac. Look up, Madam, for Heaven's fake ; ſince you 
mult marry the Fellow, e'en make the moſt on't. 

Leo. Hoh 


Enter Don Pedro and Don J tha NE 


- Fac. So——How d'ye do now ? Come, chear-up. See, | 
here he comes, by my Troth, and a pretty turn'd Fellow. 
[ A/ide. JHe'll ſet all to e by To-morrow Morning. I'll 
anſwer for him. 

5 F. Don Faulro, you are welcome; let me embrace 


Dow P. If what Ferms, Sir, ſhall I expreſs what I 
owe you for the Honour you do me? And with what proſ- 
— of Return can I receive this ineſtimable Preſent? Your 

icture, Madam, made what Impreſſion Art cou' d ſtamp, 
but Nature has done more. What Wounds your com can 
give, or ours receive, I feel. 

Don F. Come, Son, (for I m in haſte to call you ſo) 
But what's this I ſee? Alvarada here! Whence, Sir, 
this Inſolence; to come within my Doors after you know 
what has paſt? Who brought you here? 

Don P. Twas I, Sir. 

Don F. But do you know that he 
Don Ped Sir, he's the beſt of my F Hebe) N 
Don F. But do you know, 1 lay, that he wou d 
Don P. Hinder this Marriage, tis true. . | 
Don F. Yes, becauſe he deſign'ꝰd- 

Don P. I know his Deſign, Sir, tis to hinder all his 
Friends from marrying. Pray forgive him. 

Don F. Then, to prevent for ever his Deſigns here, 
come hither, Leonora, and give Don Pedro your Hand. 
Don F. Keep down, my kindling Jealouly : I've ſome- 
| thing tortures me I never felt but now. [ Alide.] 
Don P. [o Leo.] Why this Backwardneſs, Madam? 
Where a Father chooſes, a Daughter may with" Modeſty 
approve. Pray give me your Hand. 

Don G. I cannot ſee it. [Turning from em. ] 

Don F. [to Leo. aſide.) Are you diftratted ? Will you 
let him know your Folly ? Give him your Hand, for Same. 

Leo. Hoh ! Don Guzman, I am yours. [Sighing, and 
grving carelefly ber Hand. 

Don G. Madam!  [Twurnino.] 

Pen F. What a fatal Slip! Ade. ] | 

| N 
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Leo. "Twas not to you J ſpoke, Sir. 4 
Don P. But him it was the nam'd, and thought on 
too, I fear. I'm much alarm'd. 
Don F. [to Leo.] Repair what you have done, and 
look more chearful on him. | 
Leo. Repair what you have dane, and killme, 
Don F. Fool. 
Leo. Tyrant. 
Fac. A very hum-drum Maniage this. [A. de. 1 
Don G. Pray, Siſter, let's retire; for I can bear is Sight 
no longer. 
Ja. My Dear, farewel, I pity you indeed. 
eo. I am indeed an Object of your Pity. | 
[Exit Don Guz. and Iſab. 
% Don F. Come, 8 come, my Sa, let's to che 
Church and tie this happy Knot. 
Don P. I'll wait upon you, Sir, 
[ Exit Don Fel. leading bh 
"Don J. I love her, and I'll love her ſtill. F ate, do thy 
worſt, I'll on. [A/ide.] 
Don P. To name another Man, in giving 1 me her 
Hand! 5 
Don F. Lade. ] How am I wreck'd and torn with 
Jealouly ? | | 8 
Don P. Tis doubtleſs ſo, Don Guzmam has her 
Heart. [Aſide.] 
Don J. Laſde.] The Bridegroom's th ughtful. The 
Lady's Trip has furniſh'd him with ſome raw Re- 
flections: They'll agree with him at this time, perhaps, 
better than oy Company. III leave him. Don Pedro, 
adieu, we ſhall meet again at Night. 
Don P. Pray ſtay: I have need of a Friend s Counſel. 
Don F. What, already, ? 
Don P. Already. 
Don FJ. That's 4% ſay, you have already enough of 
Matrimony. 
Don P. I ſcarce know what 1 e, nor am I ſure of. 
what Lam. | 


Enter Lopez. 


3 An't pleaſe your Honour, yonder's your Man 
Bertrand juſt arriv'd ; his Horſe and he are ſo tired of one 
another, that they both came down upon the Pavement at 

| the Stable Door. | 5 
on: 
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: Don P. [to Don John.] He brings News from my Fa- 
ther. | | | 
Lop. I believe he does, and haſty News too; but if ycu 

Ray till he brings it hither, I believe it will come bit. 
ſlowly. But here's his Pacquet ; I ſuppoſe that will do as 
well as his Company. [Gives a Leiter.] : 
A Don P. [Reads to himſelf.) My dear Friend, here's ill 

ews. | 
Don F. What's the matter ? , 
Don P. My poor old Father's dying. _ | 
Don F. I'm mighty ſorry for't ; 'tis a weighty Stroke, I 
muſt confeſs: the Burden of his Eſtate will almoſt bear you 
down, But we muſt ſubmit to Heaven's Good-will. 

Don P. You talk, Alvarada, like a perfect Stranger to 
that Tenderneſs methinks every Son ſhou'd feel for a good 
Father : For my part, I've receiv'd ſuch repeated Proofs 
of an uncommon Affection from mine, that the Loſs of a 
Miſtreſs could ſcarce touch me nearer. You'll believe me, 
when you ſee me leave Leonora a Virgin, till I have ſeen the 
good old Man. : TO 

Don FJ. That will be a Proof indeed: Heaven's Bleſſing 
muſt needs fall upon ſo dutiful a Son; but I don't know 
how its Judgments may deal with ſo indifferent a Lover. 
Don P. O! I ſhall have time enough to repair this ſeem- 
ing ſmall Negle& : But before I go, pray a Word or 
two with you alone. Lopez, wait without. [Exit Lop. 1 
Lou ſee, my deareſt Friend, I am engag'd with Leonora; 

perhaps I have done wrong ; but 'tis gone too far, to talk: 
or think of a Retreat; I ſhall go directly from this place to 
the Altar, and there ſeal the eternal Contract. That done, 

I'll take Poſt to ſee my Father, if T can, before he dies. I 

leave then here a young and beauteous Bride; but that 

which touches every String of Thought, I-tear, I leave 
her wiſhing I were Guzman. If it be fo, no doubt he 
knows it well; and he that knows he's lov'd by Leonora, can 
let no fair Occaſion paſs to gain her; my Abſence is his 

Friend, but you are mine, and ſo the Danger's balanc'd. 

Into your Hands, my Dear, my faithful Alvarada, Em- 

bracing him.) I put my Honour, I put my Life; for both 

depend on Leonora's Truth. Obſerve her Lover, and 
negle& not her. You are wiſe, you are active, you are 
brave and true. You have all the Qualities that Man 
ſhou'd have for. ſuch a Truſt; and I by confequence have 

all the Aſſurance Man can have, you'll, as you. ought, . 

diſcharge it, 31 | N 
| Don 
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Don F. A very hopeful Buſineſs you wou'd have me 

_ undertake, keep a Woman honeſt; Udideath, I'd as ſoon 

- undertake to keep Portocarero honeſt. Look you, we are 
Friends, intimate Friends; you muſt not be angry if I 

talk freely. Women are naturally bent to Miſchief, and 

their Actions run in one continued Torrent till they die. 

But the Jeſs a Torrent's check'd, the leſs Miſchief it does; 
Jet it alone, perhaps twill only kiſs the Banks and paſs; 
but ſtop it, tis inſatiable, | 

Don P. I wou'd not ſtop it; but cou'd I gently turn its 
Courſe where it might run, and vent itſelf with Innocence, 
J wou'd. Leonora of herſelf is virtuous; her Birth, Re- 

ligion, Modeſty and Senſe, will Fm her Wiſhes where 
they ought to point. But yet, let Guards be what they 
will, that Place is ſafeſt that is ne'er attack'd. 

Don F. As far as I can ſerve you, in hindering Guzman's 
Approaches, you may command me. 
Don P. That's all I aſk. | | 
Don F. Then all you aſk is granted. 

Don P. I am at eaſe, farewel. 
Don F. Heaven bring you ſafe to us again. 3 
h [Exit Don Ped, 
Don F. [ /ſelus.] Yes, I ſhall obſerve her, doubt it not. 
I with no body may obſerve me, for I find I'm no more 
"Maſter of myſelf. Don Guzman's Paſſion for her, adds to 
mine; but when I think on what Don Pedro will reap, I'm 
Fire and Flame. Something muſt be done: What, let 
Love direct, for I have nothing elſe to guide me. 


Y 


, ̃ͤ I ¶ wo 5, - 4 
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Futer Lopez. | 


Loop. Caſide.] Don Pedro is mounting for his Journey, 
and leaves a young, warm, liquoriſh Huſſy with a watry 
Mouth, behind him Hum If ſhe falls handſomely 
in my Maſter's way, let her look to her ſt there he 
is. Doing what? Thinking? That's new. And if any 
Good comes on't, that will be newer ſtill. | 
Don F. [afide.] How ! Abuſe the Truſt a Friend re- 
poſes in me? And while he thinks me waking for his Peace, 
_ employ the ſtretch of Thought to make him wretched ? 
$4 Loo. Not to interrupt your pious Meditations, Sir, pray 
have you ſeen Seen what, Fool? Why he can't ſee 
thee. I'gad, I believe the little blind Baſtard has whipt 
him through the Heart in earneſt. 8 
Don J. [aſide. ] Pedro wou'd never have done this by me 
—— How do I know that ?!—— Wny— he ſwore he was 
| 5 | 27 
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my Friend——Well; and I ſwore I was his Why then 
if I find I can break my Oath, why ſhould not I conclude 
he would do as much by his? ny | + 
Lop. [afide.) His Countenance begins to clear up: I 
ſuppoſe Things may be drawing to a Concluſion, 
on J. [aſide.] Ay, tis juſt ſo: And I don't believe 
he wou'd have debated the Matter half fo long as I have 
done: T'gad I think I have put myſelf to à great Expence 
of Morality about it. I'm fure at leaſt, my Stock's out. 
But J have a Fund of Love, I hope may laſt a little longer. 
O, are ycu there, Sir! [Seeing Lop.] 1 
Lop. I think ſo, Sir. I won't be 1 in any thing. 
Don . Follow me: I have ſome Buſineſs to employ you 
in you'll like. . Exit Don | my 
Lop. T won't be poſitive in that neither. I gueſs what 
you are going about There's Roguery a-foot : This 
18 at Leonora, who I know hates him ; nothing under a 
Rape will do't | He'll be RANTS And en, what 
becomes of thee, my little Lopez f——Why, the Honour 
to a——dingle dangle by him. Which he'll have the Good- 
nature to be mighty forry for. But I may chance to be 
beforehand with him: If we are not taken in the Fact, m 
they'll perhaps do him the Honour to ſet a Reward upon his = 
Head. Which if they do, Don, I ſhall go near to follow 15 
your moral Example, ſecure my Pardon, make my For- 
tune, and hang you up for the Good of your Country. 


- 
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ACT m. sc EN E, Dor Felix's Houſe. 
Enter Don Felix, Don Pedro, Leonora, and Jacinta, 


Don F. O W, Son ! oblig'd to leave us immediately, 
ſay you? 
Don P. My ill Fortune, Sir, will have it ſo. 
Leo. [aſide.] What can this be? | 
Don F. Pray what's the matter? You ſurprize me. 
Don P. This Letter, Sir, will inform you. 
Don F. [Reads.] My dear Son, Bertand has brought 
me the awelcome News of your Return, and bas given me 
your Letter; which has in ſome ſort reviv'd my Spirits in 
the Extremity I am in. I daily expect my Exit from this 
World. *Tis now fix Years fince I hae ſeen yon; I fhow'd 
be glad to do it once again before I die : If you will give me 
that Satisfaftion, you muſt be ſpeedy. Heaven preſerve you. 
[Toe 


j 
' 
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To Don Ped.] Tis enough: The Occaſion I'm forry 
or, but ſince the Ties of Blood and Gratitude oblige you, 
far be it frome me to hinder you. Farewel, my Son, ma 


you have a happy Journey, and if it be Heaven's Will, 


may the Sight of ſo good a Son revive ſo kind a Father. I 


leave you to bid your Wife adieu. [Exit Don Fel. 


Don P. I muſt leave you, my lovely Bride; but *tis 


with bitter Pangs of Separation. Had I your Heart to 
chear me on my Way, I might with ſuch a Cordial run. 


y Courſe : But that Support -you want the Power to give 


e. 

Leo. Who tells you ſo? | 
Don P. My Eyes and Ears, and all the Pains I bear. 
Leo. When Eyes and Ears, are much indulg'd, like fa- 


vourite Servants, they are apt to abuſe the too much Truſt 
their Maſter places in 'em. | | 


Don P. If I'm abus'd, aſſiſt me with ſome fair Interpreta- 
tion of all that preſent Trouble andDiſquiet, which is not in 
my Power to overlook, nor yours to hide. 

Leo. You might methinks have ſpar'd my Modeſty ; and 
without forcing me to name your Abſence, have laid my 


Trouble there. 


Don P. No, no, my Fair Deluder, that's a Veil too 


thin to cover what's ſo hard to hide; my Preſence not my 


Abſence is the Cauſe : your cold Reception at my firſt Ap- 


_ proach, prepar'd me for the Stroke; and 'twas not long 


before your Mouth confirm'd my Doom: Don Guzman, I 
am. yours. | 85 5 

Leo. Is't then poſſible the Month ſhou'd utter one Name 

for anather ? 1 | 3 
Don P. Not at all, when it follows the Dictates of the 
Heart. | 

Leo. Were it even ſo, what Wrong is from that Heart 
receiv'd, where Duty and where Virtue are its Rules? 

Don P. Where they preſide, our Honour may be ſafe, 
yet our Minds be on the Rack. . 

Leo. This Diſcourſe will ſcarce produce a Remedy ; we'll. 
end it therefore if you pleaſe, and leave the reſt to Time. 
Beſides, the Occaſion of your Journey preſſes'you.. 

Don P. The Occaſion of my Delay preſſes you, I fear, 
wr. uch more; you count the tedious Minutes I am with you, 


nd are reduc'd'to mind me of my Duty to free yourſelf 


from my ſight. e . 

eo. You urge this thing too far, and do me wrong. 
The Sentiments I have for you are much more RON 
wh | than. 


La 


than your Jealouſy ſuffers 'em to appear. But if my Heart 
has ſeem'd to lean another way, before you had a Title to 
it, you . ought not to conclude I ſhall ſuffer it to do ſo 


long. 

Don P. 1 know you have Virtue, Gratitude and Truth; 
and therefore tis, I love you to my Ruin. Cou'd I believe 
you falſe, Contempt would ſoon releaſe me from my 
Chains, which yet I can't but wiſh to wear for ever; 
therefore indulge at leaſt your Pity ta your Slave, tis the 
ſoft Path in which we tread to Love. I leave behind a 
tortur'd Heart to move you: „ 3 

Weigh well its Pains, think on its Paſſion too, 
| Remember all its Tormerts ſpring from you; 
And if you cannot love, at leaſt be true. | 
ö : [ Exit Don P edro. 


Jac. Now by my troth, Madam, I'm ready to cry. 


He's a pretty Fellow, and deſerves better Luck. 
Leo. I own he does: And his Behaviour wou'd engage 


any thing that were unengag'd. But, alas! I want his 


Pity more than he does mine. 15 a 
Jac. Vou do! Now I'm of another Mind. The Mo- 
ment he ſees your Picture, he's in love with you; the Mo- 
ment he's in love with you, he embarks ; and, like Light- 
ning, in a Moment more he's here: Where you are pleas'd 
to receive him with a—Don Guzman, I am yours, Ah— 
poor Man | | 


Leo. I own, Facinta, he's unfortunate, but till 1 ſay 
my Fate is harder yet. The irreſiſtible Paſſion I have for 
Guzman, renders Don Pedro, with all his Merit, odious 
to me; yet I muſt in his favour make eternal War, againſt 
the Strength of Inclination and the Man I love. 
Fac. [aſide.] Um If I were in her Caſe, I cou'd 


find an Expedient for all this Matter. But ſhe makes ſuch 


a Buſtle with her Virtue, I dare not propoſe it to her. 
Leo. Beſides, Don Pedro poſſeſſes what he loves, but. I 
muſt never think on poor Don Guzman more. [ Meeping.] 
Fac. Poor Don Guzman indeed! We han't ſaid a 
Word of the Pickle he'sin yet. Hark ! ſomebody knocks 
at the old Rendezvous. It's he, on my Conſcience. 
Leo. Let's he gone; I muſt think of him no more. 
Jac. Yes, let's be gone, but let's know whether tis he 
or not firſt. : 7 EE 
Leo. No, Facinta : L muſt not ſpeak with him any 
more. [Sighing.] I'm married to another. 3 
Jac, Married to another! well, married to another; 


Why, 
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if one were marry d to l one may Sire 


a civil Gentleman an Anfwer. 
Teo. Alas! what would'ſt thou have me to ſay to him > 


Fac. Sa ' to him ! Why, one may find twenty things 
to ſay to a Man, Say, that tis true you are married to an- 
other, and that *twould be a——Sin'to'think of any body 
but your Huſband, and that are of a timorous 
Nature, and afraid of being amd; and that vou 
wou'd not have him die neither; That 2.— Folks are 
mortal, and things ſometimes « come ſtrangely about, and a 
Ye . a Widow, and 0 | 

eo, Peace, Levity, Si bing. ] But ſee Who tis knocks. 

Jac. Who > into? s 21 

FL [ Behind the Scenes.] Tis I, Iſabella. 

| What do you want, my dear ? 
I ſa. Your Succour, for ene 's ſake, Leonora. My - 
Brother will deſtroy himſelf. 
Teo. Alas ! it is not in my Power to fave "IM 
4 La. Permit him but to fpeak to you, that poſſibly may : 
do. 

Leo. Why have not I the force to refuſe him? 5 

Don G. [Behind the Scenes. ] Is it you, I hear my poor 
loft Miſtreſs? Am I fo happy once more to meet you, 
where I fo often have been bleſt ! 

Fac. Courage, Madam, fay a little Sihething to him. 

Don G. Not one kind Word to adiſtracted Lover? | 
No Pity for a Wretch you have made ſo miferable ? 

Leo. The only way to end that Miſery ) th forget we 


ever thou 71 of Happineſs! * | 
Den G. And is that in your Power? Ab, Leonora, 


you nei er loy'd like me. 

Leo. How I have lov'd, to Heaven Tappeal ! But Hea- 
ven does now permit that Love no more. 
Don G. Why does it then permit us Life and Thought ; i 
Are we deceiv'd in its Omnipotence? Is it reduc d to find 
its Pleaſures in its Creatures Pain? 

Leo. In what, or where, the Joys of Heaven conſiſt, 
Hes deeper than a Woman's Line can fathom ; but this 
we know, a Wife muſt in her Huſband ſeek for hers, and 


therefore I muſt think of you no more. PFarewel. 
| [Exit Leo. 


Don G. Vet hear me, cruel 8 

Jac. It muſt be another Time then, for ſhe's whipt off 
now. All the Comtort 1 can give you is, that I ſee ſhe 
durſt not truſt herſelf any longer in your Company. But 


huſh, I hear a Noiſe, get you gone, we ſhall be catch'd. 
8 £0. 
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Leo. [within.) Facinta ! | | | 
Jac. I come, I come, Madam, | [Exit Jae. 


Enter Lopez. 


Lop. If J miſtake not, there are a Brace of Lovers in- 
tend to take ſome pains about Madam, in her Huſband's 
Abſence. Poor Don Pedro ! Well; methinks a Man's in 
a very merry Mood that marries a handſome Wife; when 
I diſpoſe of my Perſon, it ſhall be to an ugly one. They 
take it ſo kindly, and are ſo full of Acknowledgment 
watch you ; wait upon you, nurſe you, humour you, are 
ſo fond, and ſo chaſte. Or if the Huſſy has Preſumption 
enough to think of being otherwiſe ; away with her into 
the Mountains fifty Leagues off; no body oppoſes. If 
ſhe's mutinous, give her Diſcipline ; every body approves 
on't. Hang her, ſays one, he's kinder than ſhe deſerves ; 
Damn her, ſays another, why does not he ſtarve her? 
But if ſhe's handſome, Ah the Brute, cries one: Ah the 

Turk, cries t'other : Why don't ſhe cuckold him, ſays this 
Fellow ? Why does not ſhe poiſon him, ſays that? and 
away comes a Pacquet of Epiſtles to adviſe her to't. Ah 
poor Don Pedro] But enough: Tis now Night, all's 
huſh and {till : every body's a-bed, and what am I to 
do ? Why, as other truſty Domeſticks, fit up to let the 
Thief in. But I ſuppoſe he won't be here yet; with the 
help of a ſmall Nap beforehand, I ſhall be in a better 
Condition to perform the Duty of a Centinel when I go to 
my Poſt. This Corner will juſt fit me: Come, Lopex, lie 
thee down, ſhort Prayers, and to ſleep. [He lies down.] 


Enter Jacinta with a Candle in ber Hand. 


Fac. So, I have put my poor Lady to Bed with nothing 
but Sobs, Tears, Sighs, Wiſhes, and a Pillow to mumble, 
inſtead of a Bridegroom, poor Heart. I pity her; but 
every Body has their Afffictions, and by the Beads of my 
Grandmother, I have mine. Tell me, kind Gentlemen, 
if I have not ſomething to excite you? Methinks I have 
a roguiſh Eye, I'm ſure I have a melting Heart. I'm 
ſoft and warm, and ſound, may it pleaſe ye. Whence 
comes it then, this Raſcal Lopez, who now has been two 
Hours in the Family, has not yet thought it worth his 
while to make one Motion towards me? Not that the 
Blockhead's Charms have moved me, but I'm angry —.— 
; / | 't 
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han't been able to move him. I doubt I muſt begin with 
the Lubber; my Reputation's at ſtake upon't, and I muſt 
rouze the Drone ſome how. 5 


| Lopez rubbing his Eyes, and coming on. 
Lop. What a damn'd Condition is that of a Valet! 
No ſooner do I, in comfortable Slumber, cloſe my Eyes, 
but methinks my Maſter's upon me, with fifty Slaps o'th 
Back, for making him wait in the Street. I .have his 
Orders to let him in here to-night, and ſo J had e' en 
Who's that? Facinta ! Yes——a Catterwaulmg ! 
like enough. | | 
Fac. The Fellow's there ; I had beſt not loſe the Oc- 
caſion. [Aſide.] | 
Lop. The Slut's handſome, I begin to kindle ; But if 
my. Maſter ſhou'd be at the Door —— Why there let him 
be, till the Matter's over. [ A/ide.] | 
Fac. Shall I advance? [ 4/ide.] 
Lop. Shall I venture? [ Aſide.] | 
Fac. How ſevere a Look he has! { A/ide.} 
Lop. She ſeems very reſerv'd. [ A/ide.) | 
Fac. If he ſhou'd put the Negative upon me. [A/ide.] 
She ſeems a Woman of great Diſcretion ; I trem- 
ble. [ Ade. | | | | 
Hang it, I muſt venture. [A/de.)] : 
Lop. Faint Heart never won fair Lady. [A/ide.] 
Jac. Lopes! E171 | 
Lop. Jacinta ! \ 
Fac. O dear Heart! Ist you.? IN 
Lop. Charming Jacinta, fear me not. 
Fac. O ho! he begins to talk ſoft 
upon us again. [Afide.) Tot 
Lop. Cruel Jacinta, whoſe Mouth {fmall as it is) has 
made but one Morſel of my Heart. | 
Fac. It's well he prevents me. I was going to leap 
about the Raſcal's Neck. [ Ade. e 
Lop. Barbare, Jacinta, caſt your Eyes, 
On your poor Lopez, ere he dies. N 5 
Jac. Poetry too! Nay then I have done his Buſineſs. 
[A/ide. 4 1 
25 Feel how I burn with hot Deſire, 
Ah! pity me, and quench my Fire ; 
Deaf, my fair Tyrant, deaf to my Woes, f 
Nay then, Barbarian, in it goes. [Drawing a Knife. ] 
Fac. Why how now, Jack-Sauee? why how now, 
Preſumption? What Encouragement have I given you, 


Jack-a-lent, to attack me with your Tenders ? I __ 
| | 4 


— then let us take 


7 
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tear your Eyes out, Sirrah, for thinking I'm ſuch a one. 
What Indecency have you ſeen in my Behaviour, Impu- 


dence, that you ſhou'd think me for your beaſtly Tum, 


you Goat, you? 
Lop. Patience, my much offended Goddeſs, tis honour- 
ably I wou'd ſhare your Bed. 


” 


Fac. Peace, I ſay—Mr. Liquoriſh. I F for whom the moſt 
ſucceſsful Cavaliers employ their Sighs in vain, ſhall I look 
down upon acrawling Worm ? Pha See that crop Ear 


there, that Vermin that wants to eat at a Table would ſet 


his Maſter's Mouth a watering. 


Lop. May I preſume to make an humble Meal upon 


what ſavoury Remnants he may leave 
Tate Bbc: vp 
Lop. Tis hard! *tis wondrous hard! 
Fac. Leave me. 
Lop. Tis pitiful, tis wondrous pitiful ! 
% Oo AT 9 Am To 
Thus Ladies tis perhaps ſometimes with you; 
With Scorn you fly the thing which you purſue. | 
| — [ Exit Jac. 
Lop. [Solus.) *Tis very well, Mrs. Flipflap, tis very 


well; but do you hear Tawdry, you are not ſo al- 


luring as you think you are——Comb-bruſh, nor I fo 
much in love——your Maidenhead may chance to grow 
mouldy with your Airs- the Pox be your Bedfellow, 
there's that for-you. Come, let's think no more on't. 
Sailors muſt meet with Storms ; my Maſter's is going to 
Sea too. He may chance to fare no better with the Lady, 
than J have done with her Abigail: There may be foul 
Weather there too. I reckon at preſent he may be lying by 
under a Mizen at the Street Door, I think it rains too for his 
Comfort. What if I ſhou'd leave him there an Hour or 
two in freſco, and try to work off the Amour that way ? 
No; People will be phyſick' d their own way. But per- 
haps I might ſave his life by't, yes, and have my Bones 
broke for being ſo officious; therefore if you are at the Door, 


Don John, walk in, and take your Fortune. L Opens theDoor.] 


Enter Don John. 
Don F. Hiſt! hiſt! 
Lop. Hiſt ! hiſt ! | 
Don J. Lopez! x 
Lop. [ Aſide.] The Devi Tread ſoftly. 
Don F. Are they all aſleep ? Lug 
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Don F. Enough, ſhut'the Door. 
Loop. Tis done. 1 
Don F. Now be gone. SOT | 
Loop. What! Shut the Door firſt; and: then be gone 
Now, methinks, I might as well have gone firſt, and then 
ſhut the Door. | 3 ; 
2 F. I bid you be gone, you Dog you, do you find 
ane Weg 
Lop. [ Aſide.] Stark mad; and always ſo when a Wo- 
man's in chaſe. But, Sir, will you keep your chief Mi- 
| miſter out of the Secrets of your State? Pray let me know 
what this Night's Work 1s to be. 
Don F. No Queſtions, but march. [Lop. goes to the 
Door, and returns.] T4 
Lop. Very well yu 
But, Sir, ſhall I ſtay for you in the Street? 
Don F. No, nor ſtir out of the Houſe, 


Lop. So: well, Sir, I'll do juſt as you have order'd 
me; Ti be gone, and I'll ſtay; and I'll march, and I 


— 


won't ſtir, and——juſt as you ſay, Sir. 
Don F. I ſee you are afraid, you Raſcal, you. 
. £Cop. Poſſibly. | | 
Don 7. Well, be it ſo; but you \ſhan't leave the 
Houſe, Sir; therefore be gone to your Hog- ſtye, and wait 
further Orders. 1. N 6 3 
Lop. [ Aſide.] But firſt I'll know how you intend to diſ- 
pole of yourſelf. [Lop. hides behind the Dor.) 


Don John ſolus. 
* 


Don F. All's huſh and ſtill; and 1 am at the Point of 


being a happy Villain. That Thought comes un- 
invited Then like an uninvited Gueſt let it be treated: 
Be gone, Intruder. Leonora's Charms turn Vice to Vir- 
tue, Treaſon into Truth; Nature, who has made her the 
ſupreme Object of your Deſires, muſt needs have deſigned 
her the Regulator of our Morals. Whatever points at 
her, is pointed right. We are all her Due, Mankind's 
the Dower which Heaven has ſettled on her; and he's the 
Villain that would rob her of her Tribute. 1: therefore, 
as in Duty bound, will in, and pay her mine. 
Lop. [ 4ide.) There he goes i faith 5 he ſeem'd as if he 
had a Qual n juſt now; but he never goes without a Pram 
of Conſcience Water about him, to ſet Matters right a- 


gain. 
| Don 
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Don J. [ A/ide.] This is her Door, tis lock'd ; but I 

have a Smith about me will make her Staple fly. [Pulls out 
ſome Irons, and forces the Lock. ] : 8 

Lop. [ Aſide.] Hark! hark! if he is not equipt for a 

Houſebreaker too. Very well, he has provided two 


Strings to his Bow; if he ſcapes the Rape, he may be 


hang d upon the Burglaryß. 0 

Dan J. [Afide,] There, tis done, So: No Watch- 
Light burning. | Peeping into her Chamber.) All in Dark- 
neſs ! ſo much the better, twill {ave a great deal of bluſh- 
ing on both ſides. Methinks I feel myſelf. mighty modeſt, 
I tremble too ; that's not ;proper at this time. Be firm, 
my Courage, I have Buſineſs for thee So—How 
am In? pretty well. Then by your leave, Don 
Pedro, I muſt ſupply your Neglect. You ſhould not have 
married till you were ready for Conſummation; a Maiden- 
head ought no more to he upon a handſome Bride, than 
an Impeachment upon an innocent Miniſter. [Don John 
enters the Chamber. | 


Lop. [Coming forwards.) Well done, well done; God- 


a-mercy, my little Judas. Unfortunate Don Pedro ! thou 


haſt left thy Purſe in the Hands of a Robber.; and while 


thou art galloping to pay the laſt Duty to thy Father, he's 
at leaſt upon the Trot to pay the firſt to thy Wife. Ah 
the Traitor! What a Capilotade of Damnation will there 
be cook'd up for him! But ſoftly : Let's lay our Ear to the 
Door, and pick up ſome Curiofities——1I hear no Noiſe 
here's no Light; we ſhall have him blunder where 
he ſhould not do, by and by. Commit a Rape upon her 
Tea-Table perhaps, break all her China, and then the'll 
be ſure to hang him. But hark now ] hear — nothing; 


ſhe does not ſay a Word; ſhe {leeps curiouſly. Ho 
if ſhe ſhou'd. take it all for a Dream now? Or her Virtue 
| ſhow'd be fallen into an Apoplexy 2 Where the Pox will 

all this end ? | | | DN: oe 

Leo. [Within.)] Jacinta! Beatrix Fernandes! Mur- 
der! Murder! help! help! help 

Lop. Now the Play begins, it opens finely. 

Leo. [ Vithin.] Father! Alþhanſo ! Save me, O ſave 
me! | 3 „ | 

Lop. Comedy or Tragedy for a Ducat ! for fear of. the 
latter, decamp, Lopez. | [Exit Lopez. 


SCENE 
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8 CE N E charges to Leonora's Bed. Chamber; di iſcovers 
Leonora in a Gown, bolding Dow John by the Sleeve. 


Leo. Whoever you are, Villain, you than? t eſcape me; 
and tho' your Efforts have been in vain, you ſhan't fail to 
receive the Recompence of your Attempt: Help, ho, help 
there ! help! Don John breaks from ber, but can't find 
the Door. 

Don 7. [ Ale. J S'death, I mall be undone | where is 
this damn'd Door ? 

Es "He'll get away: a Light there quickly. 


E nter Don Guzman with bis Seword drawn. | 


Don 0. Where are you, fair Angel I come to loſe my 
Life in your Defence. 

Don FJ. [Afide.) That's Cuzman's Voice? the Devil 
has ſent him: But we are till in the dark; I have one 
Tour yet, Impudence be my Aid. Light there, ho! 
Where is the Villain that durſt attempt the virtuous Leo- 
nora. | 
Don G. His Life mall make her Satisfaction. : 

Don F. Or mine ſhall fall in his purſuit. | 

Don 6. Tis by w Hands that ſhe ſhall ſee bim die. 
Don F. My Sword ſhall lay him bleeding at her Feet. 

Leo. 7 ide ] What can this nean? But here” s Light at 
laſt, thank the juſt bounteous Heaven. 

Don J. Enter with the Light there; but * the hr 
leſt the Traitor "ſcape my Vengeance. . | 


Enter Don Pedro with a light, be finds Leonora betwees 
them ; both iron Swords drawn,” 1 


Leo. © Heavens! what 3 is't I ſee ? 
Don J. Don Pedro here! 
Don P. What monſtrous Scene 1s this ? ? Alle 2 
Don G. What Accident has brought him here? ¶ 4/ide. ] 
Don J. Now I'm intrigu'd indeed. [A/ide.] | 


[Don Pedro fleps back and ſhuts the Door. *T 


Don P. [A/ide.] This Myſtery muſt unfold before we 
part. What Torments has my Fate provided me? Is this 
the Comfort I'm to reap, to dry my Tears for my poor 
Father's Death? [To Leo.] Ah Leonora 
Leo. [Afide.) Alas! Where will this end! [ Falling into 


x Clair. 
Don 


— 
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Don P. [Ajide.] Naked: and thus attended at the dead 
of Night, my Soul is froze at what I ſee, Confuſion fits 
in all their Faces, and in large Characters I read the Ruin 
of my Honour and my Love. [To the Men.) Speak, 
Statues, if you yet have Power to ſpeak, why at this 
Time of Night you are found with Leonora / None 
ſpeak ! to Jobn, it is from you I ought to know. 

Don F. My Silence may inform you. 

Don P. Your Silence does inform me of my Shame, 
but T muſt have ſome Information more; explain the 
whole. | | 

Don J. I ſhall. You remember, Don Pedro 

Don P. Be quick. 

Don F. You remember you charged me before you 
went | | d 

Don P. I remember well, go on. 

Den J. With the Care of your Honour. 

Don P. I did; diſpatch. | | 

Don J. Very well; you ſee Don Guzman in this Apart- 
ment, you ſee your Wife naked, - and you ſee me, my 
Sword in my Hand; that's all. 

Don P. [ Drawing upon Don Guz. ] Tis here then I am 
to revenge my Wrongs. | | 

Don G. Hold. 

Don P. Villain, defend thy ſelf. 

1.eo.-O Heaven | 

Don G. Yet hear me. 

Don P. What canſt thou ſay ? | 

Don 6. The Truth, as holy Heaven itſelf is Truth. I 
heard the Shrieks and Cries of Leonora; what the Occaſion 
was I knew not, but ſhe repeated them with ſo much Ve- 
hemence, I found, whatever her Diſtreſs might be, her 
Succour muſt be ſudden ; ſo leapt the Wall that parts our 
Houſes, and flew to her Aſſiſtance, Don Jobn can, if he 
pleaſe, inform you more. 3 1 

Don P. [ Afide.] Mankind's a Villain, and this may 
be true; yet tis too monſtrous for a quick Conception. I 
ſnou'd be cautious how I wrong Don John. Sure tis not 
right to balance. I yet have but their Words againſt their 
Words; I know Don John for my Friend, and Guzman 
for my Rival. What can be clearer ? Yet hold ! If Leo- 
nora's innocent, ſhe may untangle all. Madam, I ſhou'd 
be glad to know (if I have ſo much Intereſt left) which 
vay your Evidence will point my Sword? 


Les. 


Den G. Who? 
Don J. Who? | 


Ac Iv. SCENE, Den Guzman's Houſe. | 
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Leo. My Lord, I'm in the ſame Perplexity with you: All 
IT can fay is this; one of them came to force me; t'other to 
ſave me: but the Night confounding the Villainy of the 
Gyilty with the Generoſity of the Innocent, I ſtill am igno- 
rant to which I owe-my Gratitude or my Reſentment. | 

Don G. But, Madam, did you not hear me cry I came 


to help you? 


Leo. Ion it. l „ 

Don . And did you not hear me threaten to deſtroy the 
Author of your Fears ? | + 

Leo. I can't deny it. £0 

Don 6. What can there be more to clear me? 

Don J. Or me? | ; 
Don . Vet one's a Villain ſtill. {4/de.] My Confu- 
ſion but increaſes: yet why confus d? It is, it muſt be 


. 
* 


- Guzman. But how came Don John here? Right. Guzman 


has ſaid how he came to her Aid, but Alvarada cou'd not 
enter but by Treaſon. Then periſh "To OR 


— « , 


Don P. juit Gods ivſtru& me who. [Don Felix krocks.] 
Don F. ¶ Vitbin.] Let me in, open the Door, . 
Leo. Tis my Father. N ee of 
Don P. No matter, keep the Door faſt. [ Aſids.] III 

have this Matter go no further, till I can reach the 

Depth on't. Don Guzman, leave the Houſe; I muſt ſuſ- 

pend my Vengeance for a Time. | 
Don G. I obey you? but ll loſe my Life, or ſhew my 

Innocencgcge. „exit Don Guz. 
Don F. [ Mitbin.] Open the Door, why am I kept out? 
"Don P Don Fobn, follow me by this back way. And 


you, Leonora, retire. © = -* TExit Leonora. 


Don J. [Afide, following Don Ped.) If Don Guzman's 


Throat were cut, would not this Buitle end? es - 


Why then if his Thigat be not cut, may this Buſtle end 
me. 7 e 1 . | I | 


> 4 3B 4 
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Esͤnter Don Guzman, and Galindo. 
: Don 2 Try if yau can ſee Facints, let her privatelyx 
know Iwon' d fain ſpeak with her. 


Gal. It ſhall be done, Sir. 5 [Exit Gal. 
; Sa | | Dox 
i | 
x" 


Don G. [ ſelus. ] Sure Villain and Impudence were never 
on the firetch befbre! This Traitar has wreckt them till they 


crack, To what a Plunge theVillain's Tour has brought me. 


Pedro's Reſentment muſt at laſt be Pointed here: But that's 
a Trifle, had he not ruin d me with Leonora, I eaſily had 


aſs'd him by the reſt. What's to be done ? Which way 


all I convince her of my Innocence? The Blood of him, 
who has dar'd declare me guilty, may ſatisfy my Ven- 


geance, but not aid my Love. Ne, In da with her for 
Ever e 


Baier Jac acinta. | 


Speak : is 1˙t not * Vaiua An not mund with the 


virtuous Leonora? 

| acin, One of you, I ſuppoſe, i 1% | 
on G. Which doſt thou think? - 
acin, Why he that came to ſpoit all, who hou'd it be ? 
on G. Pr'ythee be ſerious with me if thou can'ſt for 

one ſmall Mob ent, and adviſe me which way I ſhall take 


to-convince her of my Innocence, that it was I that came | 


to do her Service. 
Jacin. Why you both c came to do her Service, did not 


you? _- 

Don G. Still trifling? | | 
| Facin. No, by my Troth, not I. 

Don G. Then turn thy Thoughts to eaſe 1 mein — * 


ment, and be . faithful Witneſs to her, that Heaven 
and Hell and all 


impious an Attempt. No, Facinta, I love her well but 
love with that Humility, whatever Miſery I feel, my 


Torture ne er ſhall urge me on to ſeize more than her | 


Bounty gives me leave to take. 


Fac, And the Murrain take fuch. a Lover, aud his 


Humility both, ſay I. Why ſure, my you are not in 
_ earneſt in this Stor th are you ? 


Don G. Why doſt thou queſtion it? 


Jacin. Becauſe 1 e and e eh you inno- 
cent. 


Pon G. Treats ! What doſt thou mean? 


Jacin. Mean ! Why what ſhow'd I mean? I mean that 7 


I concluded you lov'd my Lady to that degree, you cou'd 

not live without her: And that the Thoug'w of her being 

given up to TT, made - your _—_— ages out like 
Þ (2M 
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ir Wrath I iniprecate, if ever once 1 


knew one fleeting Thought, that durſt propoſe to me ſo 


a 
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fount Zina That upon this your Love dot lu Brick fn 
his Teeth, and ran away with you iato 4 been e 
— 4 that impertinent Spy upon her and you, Dtn abu, 
fellow d, proven farfirer Proofs of your Affec- 
tion. | 
Don G. Why 33 ; | 1 
Jacin. Why ſure, thus I thought it EY and aide the 
thinks 3 it is. If you Have a mind in the depth of 2 
cretion to convince her of your Innocence May 
Innocence be your Reward, I'm ſure were I in her P — 
you ſhou'd never have any other from me. 


Don G. Was there then no Merit, in ins to her Af. 


fiftance when J heard her Cries. _ 


Fac. As much as the Conſtable and the Watch might 


have pretended to, ſomething to drink. 


Don G. This is all Raillery, tis impoſſible ſhe can be N 


pleas'd with ſuch an Attempt, 


Fac. Tis impoſſible ſhe can be pleas'd with beingreduc'd | 


to make the Attempt upon you. 


Don G. But was this a proper way to ſave her Bluſhes? 


Jac. Twas in the dark, that's one way. 

Don G. But it muſt look like downright Violation. 5 
Fac. If it did not feel like it, what did that ſignifi 
Come, Sir, Waggery apart : You know I'm your' Serv 80 
I have giv'n you Proofs ont. Therefore don't diſtruſt me 


pow if I tell you, this Quarrel may be made up with the 


Wife, tho perhaps not with the Huſband; In ſhort, ſhe 
thinks you were firſt in her Chamber, and has not the'worſe 
Opinion of you for it; ſhe makes allowance for your Suf- 


emo and has ſtill Love enough for you, not to be diſ . 


leas d with the utmoſt Proofs you can give, that you have 
ftill a warm Remain for her. 
'Don G. If this be true, and that the thought war 
why did ſhe cry out to expoſe me?? 
"Sac. Becauſe at that time ſhe did not think "twas 
Will that content you? And now ſhe does think 
ou, your Buſineſs is to let her think ſo on; for, in a Word, 
[can't ſee ſhe's concern'd at the Danger ſhe has brought 


you into, and I believe wou'd be heartily glad to ſee. you 


well out on't. 
Don G. ——'Tis poſſible ſhe can forgive me. 


Fac. Oons—— Now Heaven forgive me, for I had 4 


great Oath upon the very tip of my Tongue; you'd make 


one mad with your Impoſſibles, and your Innocence, and 


your Humilities. Sdeath, Sir, d'you think a Woman 
makes 
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makes no Diſtinction between the Aſſaults of a Man ſhe 
likes and one ſhe don't? My Lady hates Don Jobn, and if 
ſhe thought twas he had done this Job, ſhe'd hang him 
for't in her own Garters ; ſhe likes you, and if you ſhou'd 
do ſuch another, you might ſtill die in your Bed like a 
Biſhop for her. mr. 
Don G. Well, I'll diſpute no farther. I put myſelf 
into thy Hands. What am I to do next? | 
Jac. Why, do as ſhe bids you; be in the way at the old 
Rendezvous, ſhe'll take the firſt Occafion-ſhe can to i 
to you; and when you meet, do as I bid you, and inftead 
of your Innocent and Humble, be guilty and reſolute, 
Your Miſtreſs is now mazry'd, Sir, conſider that. She 
has chang'd her Situation, and ſo muſt you your Battery. 
Attack a Maid gently, a Wife warmly, and be as rugged 
with a Widow as you can. Good by t'ye, Sir. | 
| | [ Exeunt ſeveral wayts 


SCENE, DonFelix's Houſe. 
Enter Don Pedro ſolus. 2 


In what Diſtraction have I paſt this Night! Sure T-ſhall 
| never cloſe m Eyes again. No Rack can equal what 1 
feel. Wounded in both my Honour and my Love; they 
have pierc'd me in two tender Parts. Yet-cou'd-I take my 
juſt Revenge, it would in ſome degree aſſuage my Smart. 
O guide me Heaven to that Cordial-drop ——— Hold! A 
Glance of Light I think begins te Ves — Right. 
When Yeſterday I brought Don Jobn hither, was not Don 
Felix much diſturb'd ? He was; and why? That 
may be worth enquiring. But ſomething more occurs. 
At my Arrival in this City, was I not told two Cavaliers 
were warm in the Purſuit of Leanora? One I remember 
well they nam'd, twas Guzman: The other, I am yet a 
Stranger to. I fear I ſhall not he fo long—— Tis Alva- 
rada; O the Traitor! yet I may wrong him much. I 
have Guzmen's:own Confeſſion that he paſt the Wall to 
come to Leonora—O, but *twas to her Affiftance—And fo 
it might, and he a Villain ſtill, There are Aſſiſtances of 
various ſorts— What were her Wants That's 
dark — But whatſoe'er they were, he came to her Affiſt- 
ance. Death he his Portion for his ready Service. 


„ Enter 
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Enter Don Felix. 9 5 


Don F. You avoid me, Don Pedro ; tis not well. Am 
I not your Father, have you not reaſon to believe JI am your 

F riend ? 

Don P. I have. | 

Don F. Why do you not then treat me e Bis a babe and 
a Friend? The Myſtery you make to me of laſt Night's 
Diſturbance, I take unkindly from you. Come, tell me 
your Grief, that if I can I may aſſuage it. 

Don P. Nothing but Vengeance can give me eaſe, 
Don F. If I defire to know your Wrongs, tis to aſſiſt 
vou in revenging em. 

Don P. Know then, that laſt Night in this PREG: 1 
found Don Guzman and Don Jobn. 

Don F. Guzman and Alvarada. 

Don P. Ves ; and Leonora almoſt ſous between them, 
crying out for Aid. | 

Don F. Were they both guil 
h Don P. One was come to AN her, t wether to reſeue 

er. | 
Don F. Which was the Criminal? | 
| 2 P. Of that I yet am ignorant. They accu each 
L er. i 
Don F. Can't our Wife determine it ? | 
Don P. The Darkneſs of the Night cocks it out of her 
Power. 
Don F. But I perhaps may bring ſome Light to aid you. 


LI have part in the Affront: And tho* my Arm's too old 


and weak to ſerve you, my Counſel may be uſeful to your 


FED: Vengeance. Know then, that Don Guzman has a lon 


time purſu d my Daughter; and I as reſolutely refus'd his 
Suit Which however has not hindered him from ſearch- 
ing all Occaſions to ſee and ſpeak to her. 
Don P. Don Jabn's my Friend, and J am confident— 
Don F. That Confidence deſtroys you. Hear my Charge, 
and be your ſelf his Judge. He too has been a * 
Suitor to my Daughter. 
Don P. Impoſſible. 


Don F. To me myſelf, he has own'd his Love to 
1 


Don P. Good Gods !- Vet ſtill this leaves the Myſtery AH 


where it was; 3 this Charge is equal. 


Don 


SS = 


ſpeak then 
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Don F. *Tis true; but yonder's one (if you can make 


her ſpeak) I have reaſon to believe can tell us more, Ho, 
Jaciuta ! 


Enter Jacinta, 


Fac. Do you call me, Sir ? 

Don F. Yes; Don Pedro wou'd ſpeak with you. 25 
Den Pedro afide.} I'll leave you with her; preſs her both 
by Threats and Promiſes, and if you find your Wife in 
Fault, oid as I am, her Father too, I'll raiſe my Arm to 
plunge this Dagger in her Breaſt, and by that firmneſs 


Convince the World, my Honour's dearer to me than m 


Child. 1 [ Exit Don Fel. 
Don P. Alide.] Heaven grant me power to ſtifle my 
Rage, till tis time to let my Vengeance fly. Jacinta, 


come near: I have ſome Buſineſs with you. 


Fac. [Alde.] His Buſineſs with me at this time can be | 
good for nothing, I doubt. 
Zac. (to Don Ped.) What Commands have you, Sir 
for me? for I'm not very well. 
Don P. What's your Diſorder ? 
iy wn A little ſort of a ſomething towaids an Ague, I 
thin 
Don P. Vou don't ſeem ſo ill, but you may tell me 
Fac. O, I can tell you nothing, Sir, I aſſure you. | 
Don P. You anſwer me before you hear my . 
That looks as if you knew 
Jac. I know that what you are going to aſk me, is a Se- 
cret I'm out at. 
Don P. [offering her a Purſe.) Then this ſhall let thee 
into it. : 
Fac. I know nothing of the Matter. 
Don P. Come, tell me all, and take thy Reward. 
Fac. I know nothing of the Matter, I ſay. 
Don P. [drawing bis Sword.) Speak; ; or by all the 
Flame and Fire of Hell Eternal- 
Fac. O Lard, O Lard, O Lard! 
Don P. Speak ; or hart dead. 
Fac. But if I do ſpeak, ſhan't I be dead for all that ? 
Don P. Speak, and thou art ſafe. 
Fac. Wel O Lard—T'm fo trighted—But if I muſt 
Q dear Heart give me the hema 
Don P. There. 
O 3 Tac « 
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| Fae. Why truly, between a Purſe in one's Hand 
and—a Sword-in one's Guts, I think there $ little room 
left for Debate. | 
Don P. Come begin, I'm impatient. 
Fac. Begin! let me ſee ; where ſhall l begin ? at _ 
| Guzman, I think. 
Don P. What of him? 
1 Fac. Why he has been in love with my Lady theſe fix 
Vears. 
Don P. Iknow it; but how has ſhe received him ? 
Fac. Receiy'd him ! Why—as young Maids uſe to re- 
ceive handſome Fellows ; at firſt i il I, afterwards better, : 
Don P. [Ajfde.} Furies. ; 
ick they ever meet? 
Fac. A little. 
Don P. By Day or Night ? 
Jac. Both, 
Don. Didraction Where was their Rendezvous 7 
ac. Where they cou'd not do one another much = | 
Don P. As how. | 
Fac. As through a Hole in a Wall, 
1 P. The Strumpet banters me : Be ferious. Inſo- 
| = _ or I ſhall ſpoil your Gaiety ; z I'm not diſpos'd to 
irt 


NG Why I am ſerious, if you like my Story the bet- 
ter fort. 
Don P. [4/ide.] How miſerable a Wretch, W 
Fac. I tell you there's a Wall parts their two Houſes, 
and in that Wall there's a Hole. How the Wall came by 
the Hole, I can't tell; mayhap by chance, | mayhap by 
no chance; but there tis, and there they uſe to r 
Don P. And this is Truth? | 
Fac. I can't bate you a Word on't, Sir. | 
Don P. When did they meet there laſt ? | 
* | Tc, Yeſterday 3 I ſuppoſe twas only to bid one another 
leu. 1 
Don P. Ah . thou haſt pierc'd my Soul. 
Fac. [ Aſide.] And yet 1 han't told you half 1 cou'd tell 
you, my Don. 
Don FP. Where is this Place you ſpeak of? 
Jac. There tis if ycu are curious. 
Don P. When they wou' d re with one another 
what's the Cal? | 
Fac. Tinkle, Tinkle. : | x 
Don P. A Bell 7 
Fac. It is. 


Don 


—— 


1 


Bon Ff! ih ws: 
Jar. Vrhar 06 you mean, Sir? 
Don P. [haftt.] Ring. 
af. 'Tis done. | | 3 
Don P. [Aſidè.] TIl make uſe of her to examine him. 
Does he come? re pe nb ͤ ſ ͥ¼ 2 
Jac. Not yet. | | 
Den Fo . 1 
Jac. Vou muſt give him time, Sir: My Lady always 


does ſo. = ; 
"Din P. T hear ſomething. 


FL ac, Tis he. L ; 3 * 
Don G. Lw¾it hin.]. Who's there? | 


* 


1 


8 ws [ feftly.} Tis Leonora. | 
on G. What are your Commands, Madam? Is it poſ- 


ſible fo unfortunate a Wretch as I, can be capable of oy 
ing you. [Don Ped. whiſpers Jaciita,” obs ſeems back- 
JJ... 866 
Fac. I came to aſk you, how cou'd you fo far forget that 
infinite Regard you have profeſſed, as to make an Attempt 


"ber Unnalljpgneſs and Le 


. 


ſo dangerous both to yourſelf and me; and which, with 


ill the Eſteem and Love I have ever borne you, you ſcarce 
cou'd hope I ever ſhou'd forgive ou 
Don G. Alas! my Hopes and' Fears were vaniſh'd too, 


My Counſel, was my Love and my Deſpair. If they ad- 


vis d me wrong, of them complain, for it was you who 
made em my Directors. FFF IT rn „ 
Don 2 [Afde.)] The Villain owns the Fact. It ſeems 
he thinks he has not much to fear from her Reſentment. O 


Torture! © 


Enter Leonora. 


Fac. Ale] So, ſhe's here; that's as] expected now 


we are blown up. | 
"Lev. [Afde, not ſeeing them.] If I don't miſtake, I heard 


Don Guzman's Call. I can't .refuſe to anſwer it; forgive 


me, Gods, and let my Woman's Weakneſs plead my 
Cauſe—How ! my Huſband here! Nay then _—_ 
Don P. Youſeem diſorder d, Madam; pray what may 
be the Cauſe? „ „ 
Leo. [confurd.) I don't know really; I'm not — I 
don't know that— 33 4s 


„ Don 
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Don P. LHA. ] Say you are Leonora. [Dumb Sbeau ef 


— — — * 8 . 
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Don P. You did not know that I was here, I gueſs. 
Leo. I did, and came to ſpeak with you. ; 
Don P. I'm not at preſent in a talking Humour, but if 
ur Tongue is ſet to Converſation, there's one behind the 
all will entertain you. . 
Don 6. But is it poſſible, fair Leonora, that you can 
don my Attempt? F e 
Den P. Ito Leo.] You hear him, Madam; he dares own 
at to you. 3 
Leo. [Aide] Facinta winks; I gueſs what Scene they 
| Have been acting here. My Part is now to play. 
To Don Ped.] I fee, Sir, he dares own it: Nor is he the 
r{t Lover has preſum'd beyond the countenance he ever has 
receiv d. Pray draw near, and hear what he has more to ſay: 
It is my Intereſt you ſhou'd know the Depth of all has ever 
between us. r Ws 2 
Leo. [to Don Guz. ] I fain wou'd know, Don Guzman, 
whether in the whole Conduct of my Life, you have known 
one ſtep, that cou'd encourage you to hope I ever cou'd be 
yours, but on the Terms of Honour which you ſought 
me? | F e 3 ä 
Don G. Not one. | 5 | 
Leo. Why then ſhould you believe I cou'd forgive the. 
taking that by force, which you already were convinc'd I 
valu'd more the keeping, than my Life? at) 
Don G. Had my Love been as temperate as yours, I 
with your Reaſon had perhaps debated. But not in Rea- 
ſon, but in Flames, I flew to Leonora. 7 | 
Leo. If ſtrong Temptation be allow'd a Plea, Vice, in 
the worſt . of Shapes, has much to urge : No, cou'd any 
thing have ſhaken me in Virtue, it muſt have been the 
Strength of it in you. Had you ſhone. bright enough to 
dazzle me, I blindly might have miſs'd the Path I meant to 
tread : But now you have clear'd my Sight for ever. If 
therefore from this Moment more, you dare to let me know 
one Thought of Love, though in the humbleſt Stile, ex- 
pect to be a Sacrifice to him you attempt to wrong, Fare- 
wel. [She retires from bim] Wd 
Don G. O ſtay and hear me. I have wrong'd my ſelf, 
I'm innocent; by all that's ſacred, juſt and good, I'm in- 
nocent. 8 | 
Don P. [Afide.] What does he mean? 1 
Don G. I have own'd a Fact I am not guilty of; Ja- 
cinta can inform you, ſhe knows I never 7 8 


— 


. 
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Fac. I know! The Man's mad; Pray be gone, Sir, 
my Lady will hear no more, I'll ſhut him out, n 
ſhan't 1? [She ſbuts the Hole.--J]JA 7 
Leo. J have no farther Buſineſs with him. 
| Enter Iſabella haflily.. z 
Ia. O Heavens, Leonora, where are you? Don Pedro, 
you can aſſiſt me better. ; : 
Leo. What's the Matter. | | 


Don P. Wahat is it, Madam, I can ſerve you in? J 
1/a. In what the Peace of my whole Life conſiſts, the 


| Safety of my Brother; Don John's Servant has this Mo- 


ment left me a Letter for him, which I have open'd, 

knowing there is an Animoſity of ſome. time between em, 
Don P. Well, Madam! 

La. O dear, it is a Challenge, and what to do I know 

not; if 1 ſhew it my Brother, he'l} immediately fly to the 

Place appointed: and if I don't, he'll be accus'd of Cow- 

ardice. One way I riſque his Life, t'other I ruin his Ho- 

nour. | . 

Don P. What wou'd you have me do, Madam ? 

Ja. I'll tell you, Sir: I only beg you'll go to the place 


where Don John expects him; tell him I have intercepted 
his Letter, and make him promiſe you he'll ſend no 78 


By this generous Charity you may hinder two Men (whoſe 
Piques are on a frivolous Occaſion) from murdering one 
another; and by this good Office, you'll repay the ſmall. 


Debt you owe my Brother, for flying laſt Night to Leo- 


nora's Succour; and doubly Pay the Obligation, you have 
to me upon the ſame Occaſion, =_ | 
Don P. What Obligation, Madam? I am ignorant, 


a. Twas J, Sir, that firſt heard Leonora's Cries, and 
rais d my Brother to her Aid. Pray let me receive the 
ſame Aſſiſtance from your Prudence, which you have had 
from my Care, and my Brother's Generolity, But pray 


pray inform ine. 
0 


loſe no time. Don John is perhaps already on the Spot, and 


not meeting my Brother, may tend a ſecond Meſſage which 


may be fatal. 


Don P. Madam, be at reſt; you ſhall be ſatisfy' d, I'll 
this Moment. Fll only af you firſt whether you are 


ure you heard my Wife call out for Succour, before your - 


Brother paſt the Wall? 
Ja. I did; why do you aſk that Queſtion? - 
G 5 Don 


Water FRIEND. 

Don P. I have & Reaſon you may be ſure. [A/ide.} 
Juſt Heaven I adore thee, the * Truth at laſt ſnines clear, 
and by that Villain 4kvarade I'm betray d. But enough, 
I'll make uſe of this Occaſion for my Vengeance. To 
Iſab.] Where, Madam, is it Don Jobn is waiting ? 

Ja. But here in a ſmall Field behind the Garden. 
A on P. [Afide.] His Blood ſhall do me Reaſon for his 
prog? 
. Wil you go there directiy ? | | 
Lon P. I will. Be ſatisfy d. [Exit Don Ped, 

Teo. You weep, 1/abella. 

: You ſee my Trouble for a Brother, for whom 1 
d die, and a Lover for whom I wou'd live. They 


8 den are Authors of my Grief. 
| * * both are Inſtruments of my Misfortune. | 
 [Exeunt, | 
A r. 
Enter Lopes, 


H O, my good Signior Don John, RRP are miſtaken 

in your Man ; I am your humble Valet, *tis true, 
and I am to obey you; but when you have got the Devil in 
your Body, and are upon your Rantipole Adventures, you 
ſhall Quixote it by yourſelf for-Lopez. Vonder he is, 
waiting for poor Guzman, with a Sword of a Fathom and 
a half, a Dagger for cloſe Engagement : and (if I don't 
miſtake) a Pocket Piſtol for extraordinary Occaſions, I 
think I am not in the wrong to keep a little out of the 
Way: Theſe Matters will end in a Court of Juſtice, or 
I'm wrong in my foreſight : Now that being a Place where 
Tam pretty well known, and not over-much reputed, I 
believe tis beſt, neither to come in for Priſoner, nor Evi- 
dence. But hold ; yonder comes another Toledo. Dan 
Guzman I'preſume, but I preſume wrong, it 1s—who is 
it? Don Pedro, by all the Powers. What the Pox does he 
here, or what the Pox do I here? I'm ſure as Matters ſtand, 
L ought te fly him like a n 3 but he ſees **. 'tis too 
late to ſlip him. | | 


( 


Enter 


1 
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Don P. How now, 1 where are you going 6 
| _ I'm going, Sir, I I'm going if you 
plea I'm going about my Bubnefs. | 4: 

Don P. From whence do you come? 

Lop. Only, only, Sir, from——taking the Air a little, 
I'm'mightily muddled with a Whur——round about in 
Head tor this Day or two, I'm going home to be let Blood, 
asfaſt as I can, Sir. 

Don P. Hold, Sir, I'll let you Blood here. This Raſ- 
cal may have Dorne ſome part in this late Adventure: „He's 
& Coward, I'll try to frighten it out of him. [Seizing bim 
EI the Collar and drawing bis Poniard. ] Tom Traitor you, 

are de | 
Fl Lop. Mercy, Don Pedro. 

Don P. Are you not a Villain? [LOPs Kneeling] 
= Lop. Yes, if you pleaſe. 

Don P. Is there ſo great a one upon Earth? 

Lop. With reſpect 'to my Maſter ? No. 

Don P. Prepare then to die. 5 
Loop. Give me but time, and I will: But noble Don 
Pedro, juſt Don Pedro, generous Don Pedro, what is it L 
have done? 

Den- P. What if thou dar ſt deny, I'll plunge this Dag 
ger deep into thy Throat, and drive the Falſhood to thy 
Heart again. Therefore take heed, and on thy Life declare, 
didſt thou not this lat Night open my n to let rwe 8 
man in? 

Lob. Don Guzman ! 
ho Don P. Don Guzman ? Yes Don — Traitor, 
dee 
Lop. Now may the Sky cruſh me, if I 16 7 in Don Guz« 
nan... 
Don P. Who did you let in then? It was not your Ma- 
ſter ſure! if it was him, yy_ did your Duty, I have no 


more to ſay. 
Lop. Why then if I let i in any body elſe, I'm a Son of 


a Whore. [Rifing.)]. 

Don P. Did he . you before- hand, or did you doit 
upon his knorking?. 

Lop. Why he ; I'll tell you, 98 he pray put up that 
Brilliant, it ſparkles ſo in my Eyes, it a'moſt blinds me 
thank you, Sir. Dou Ped. 11 80 it uß. 1 Wmy, Sir, + 
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tell you juſt how the matter was, but 1 hope you won't 
conſider me asa P 
Don P: Go on, thou art ſafe. 
"Rene then, Sir, when "for our Sins) you had. left 
us, . Maſter to me, Lopez, ſays he, go and ſtay at 
old Don elix's Houſe, till Don Pedro returns, they'll paſs 
thee for his Servant, and think he has order'd thee to ſtay 
there. And then, ſays he, doſt hear, open me the Door 
by Leonora's Apartment to-night, for I have a little m__ 
neſs, ſays he, to do there. | 
Don P. [Afide.} Perfidious Wretch ! | 
Lop. Indeed, I was at firſt a little reſty, and Rood off 3 
being ſuſpicious (for I knew the Man) that there might be 


ſiome ill Intentions. But he knew me too, takes me upon 


the weak Side, whips out a long Sword, and by the ſame 
Means makes me do the thing, as you have made me dif- 
cover. [A/ide.) There's neither Liberty nor Property 
in his Land, ſince the Blood of the Bourbons came among 
us. 
Don P. Then you let him 1 in, as he bid you ? 
Top. Idid: If I had not, I had never lived to tell * 
the Sto Ves, I let him in. 
Don a what follow'd > 
Lop. Why he follow'd. N 
Don P. What? 
Lop. His Inclinations. - 
Don P. Which Way? Jos 
Top. The old Way; Toa Woman. \ 

Don on Confound him ! . A 
Lop. In ſhort, he got to Madam's Chamber; and before 
he had been there long, (tho' you know, Sir, a little time 
oes a great way in ſome matters) I heard ſuch a clutter of 
Fnall Shot, Murder, Murder, Murder, Rape, Fire, Help, 
and ſo forth But hold, here he comes himſelf, and can 
give you a more circumſtantial Account of the Skirmiſh. 

Don P. I thank thee, Heaven, at laſt, for rang poin- 
n me to the Victim I am to ſacrifice. LExit Lop. 


Enter Don John. 


| n 1 Villain, defond thyſelf. 
Don F. What do you mean? | | 
Don P. To puniſh. a Traitor. / 
Don F. Where is he? 

Don P. In the Heart of a ſworn Friend. 
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Don F. [A/ide.] I faw Lopez go from him; without 
doubt he has told him all. [To Don Ped.] Of what am 
fuſpeted? Cn e eee 

| Bon P. Of betraying the greateſt Truſt that Man cou'd 
place in Man. LY 1 — 5 

Don J. And by whom am I accus d? 

Don P. By me: Have at thy Traitor's Heart. | 

Don JF. Hold! And be not quite a Madman. Pedro, 
you know me well: You know J am not backward up- 
on theſe Occaſions, nor ſhall I refuſe you any Sati facti- 
on you'll demand ; but firſt, I will be heard, and tell you, 
That fora Man of Senſe, you are pleas d to make very 
odd Concluſions. _- 1 i 
Don P. Why, what is it poſſible thou canſt invent to 
clear thyſelf? HARE RE, None 

Don F. To clear myſelf ! Of what? I'm to be thank'd 
for what I have done, and not reproach'd. I find I have 
been an Aſs, and puſh'd my Friendſhip to that Point, you 
find not Virtue in yourſelf enough to conceive it in another, 
But henceforward, I ſhall be a better Huſband of it. 

Don P. I ſnhou'd be loth to find Ingratitude cou'd e'er 
be juſtly charg'd upon me: But after what your Servant 
has confeſsd — fe, re 
Don F. My Servant! right, my Servant! The very 
thing I gueſs'd. Fy, fy, Don Pedro; is it front a Servant's 
Mouth a Friend condemns a Friend? or can Servants al- 
ways judge at what their Maſters outward' Actions point? 
But ſome Allowances I ſhou'd make for the wild Agitati- 
on you muſt needs be in. I'm therefore calm, and thus 
far paſs all by. | i Ee 

Don P. If you are innocent, Heaven be my Aid, that 
I may find you ſo. But ſtill | £ 

Don F. But ſtill you wrong me, if you till ſuſpect. 
Hear then, in ſhort, my part of this Adventure. In order 
to aquit myſelf of the Charge you laid upon me in your Ab- 
ſence, I went laſt Night, juſt as twas dark, to view the 
ſeveral Approaches to the Houſe where you had left your 
Wife; and J obſerv'd not far from one of the back Doors, 
two Perſons in cloſe eager Conference : I was diiguis'd, 
ſo ventur'd to paſs near 'em, and by a word or two I heard, 
I found 'twas Guzman talking to Facinta, My Concern 
for your Honour, made me at firſt reſolve to call him to 
an immediate Account. But then reflecting that I might 
poſſibly over-hear ſome part of their Diſcourſe, and by that 
judge of Leonora's Thoughts, I rein'd my Paſſion in; and 
by the help of an advancing Buttreſs, which kept me 2 

| | eir 
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rth Alpate. And now, Don Pedro, s ha cold you 
this. if ſtill you have a mind to take my Li | 
fend it with the ſelf ſame warmth [intended to expoſe it in 


| your Service. [ Draws.] | 
P. [ Alide. ] If I did not know he was in love with 


Don 
Leonora, 1 could be eaſily ſurpriz d with what he has told 
me. But But yet *tis certain he has deſtroyed the 
Proofs againſt him; and if I only hold him guilty as a 
Lever, by muſt Don Guzman paſs for jnnocent ! Good 
Gods, I am again returning to my Doubts! _ 

Don F. [Aide.] I have at laſt 1edue'd him to a Balance, 


but « one Lye more toſt in, will turn the Scale, | WEL 7 35 
E a 
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Ped.] One Obligation more, my Friend, you owe me; I 
thought to have let it paſs, but it ſhall aut. Know then, 
I lov'd, like you, the beauteous Lennora; but from the 
Moment I obſerv'd how deep her Dart had pierc'd you, 
tore my Paſſion from my bleeding Heart, and facrific'd my 
Happineſs to yours. Now, I have no more to plead; if 
ill you think your Vengeance is my due, come pay it 


Don P. Rather ten thouſand Poniards ſtrike me dead. 
O Alvarada! Can you forgive a wild diſtracted Friend? 
Gods! Whither was my jealous Frenzy leading me ? Can 
you forget this barbarous Injury?  - — + 
Don F. Ican: No more. But for the future, think me 
what I am, a faithful and a zealous Friend. Retire, and 
leave me here. In a few Moments I hope to bring you 
farther Proofs on't. Guzman I inſtantly expect, leave me 
to do you Juſtice on him. | : } 

Don P. That muſt not be. My Revenge can ne'er be 
fatisfy'd by any other Hand but this. "I 8 5 
Don F. Then let that do't. You'll in a Moment have 
an Opportunity. | | 

Don P. You miſtake, he won't be here. 

Don FJ. How ſo? "y 

Don P. He has not had your Challenge. His Siſter 
| arte g it, and deſired I wou'd come to prevent the 
' IAaFreie ; 

Don F. What then is to be done? 

Don P. I'll go and find him out immediately. 

Don F. Very well: Or hold——{4/.] I muſt hinder 
'em from talking. Goſſiping may diſcoyer me. Ves: let's 
go and find him: Or, let me fre——Ay————twill do 
better. | | 3 | 

Don P. What? 95 e 

Don J. Why—— That the Puniſhment ſhould ſuit the 
„ | | | 

Don P. Explain. 

Don J. Attack him by his own Laws of War—Twas 
in the Night he would have had your Honour, and in the 
Night you ought to have his Life. | | | 

Don P. His Treaſon cannot take the Guilt from mine. 

Don J. There is no Guilt in fair Retaliation. When 
*tis a point of Honour founds the Quarrel, the Laws of 
Sword-Men muſt be kept, tis true: But if a Thief glides 
in to ſeize my Treaſure, methinks I may return the Fa- 
vour on my Dagger's Point, as well as with my Sword of 
Ceremony ſix tunes as long. 1 AE 5 | 

| | cn 
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Don P. Vet ſtill the nobler Method I wou'd chooſe ; it 
better ſatisfies the Vengeance of a Man of Honour. 
Don F. I own it, were you ſure you thou'd ſucceed : 
But the Events of Combats are uncertain. Your Enemy 
may ſcape you: You perhaps may only wound him; you 


may be parted. Believe me, Pedro, the Injury” s too great 


for a Pun&ilio Satisfaction. 
Don P. Well, guide me as you pleaſe, ſo you direct 
me quickly to my Vengeance. What do you propole ? 
Don J. That which is eaſy, as tis juſt to execute. The 
Wall he paſt, to attempt your Wife, let us get over to 
prevent his 8 ſo any more. Twill let us into a pri- 
vate Apartment by his den, where every Evening in 
his amorous Solitudes he ſpends ſome time alone, and where 
I gueſs his late fair Scheme was drawn. The Deed done, 
we can retreat the way we enter d; let me be your Pilot, 
*tis now een dark, and the moſt proper time, 
Don P. Lead on; I'll follow you. | 
Don F. [ 4/ide. ] How _ VER Tm fore'd to aft, 
to keep one Secret: . 


S CE N 2.1 Don Guzman' 4 benen. 
Don Guzman, Fitting, _ 


With what Rigour does this unfaithful Wark treat 
me! Is't poſſible it can be ſhe, who appeared to love me 
with lo much Tenderneſs? How little ſtreſs\is to be laid 
upon a Woman's Heart! Sure, they're not worth thoſe 
anxious Cares they give. [ Rifing.] Then burſt my Chains, 
and give me Room-to ſearch for nobler Pleaſures. I feel 
my Heart 9 5 to mutiny for Liberty: there 1 is a Spirit 
in it yet, will ſtruggle hard for Freedom: but Solitude's 
the worſt of Seconds. Ho, Sancho, Galjnds, who waits 
there ? Bring ſome Lights. Where are you ? 


| Enter Galindo, rubbing bis Eyes, and drunk; 


Gal. I can t well tell. Do you want me, Sir? 
Don G. Yes, Sir, 1 want you. Why am I ele in the 
dark ? what were you doing? 
Cal. Doing, Sir! I was doing. —what one doe. 
r one ſleepa, Sir. | 
Don G. Have you no L. ght v out 7 . 
Cal. ¶ Taauning.] Light! No, Sir, I deren no 
Light Jam us d to H .rdſhip, can ſleep in che pos 
—_ 
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4 G. You have been drinking, you Raſcal, you are 
unk. | 
Gal. I have been drinking, Sir, tis true, but I am not 
drunk. Every man that is drunk, has been drinking, 
confeſs'd. But every Man that has been drinking, is not 
drunk. Confeſs that too. | BZ 
. Don G. Who is't has put you in this condition, you 
ot ? | $230 
Gal. A very honeſt Fellow: Madam Leonora's Coach» 
man, no body elſe. I have been making a little Debauch 
with Madam Leonora's Coachman ; yes. EEE 
Don G. How came you to drink with him, Beaſt ? | 
Gal. Only per Complaiſance, Sir. The Coachman was 
to be drunk upon Madam's Wedding; and 1 being a 
Friend, was deſired to take part. | . 
Don G. And ſo, youVillain, you can make your ſelf mer- 
ry, with what renders me miſerable. f 
Gal. No, Sir, no; 'twas the Coachman was merry: 
I drank with Tears in my Eyes. The remembrance of 
your Misfortunes, made me fo fad, ſo ſad, that every Cup 
I fwallow'd, was like a Cup of Poiſon to me. | 
Don G. Without doubt. | 
Gal. Ves; and to mortify myſelf upon melancholy Mat- 
ters, I believe I took down fifty. , Yes. 
Don GE. Go fetch ſome Lights, you drunken Sot, you. 
Gal. I will. If I can find the Door, { Feeling for the 
Door and running againfl it.] that's to ſay The 
Devil's in the Door; I think 'tis grown too little for me 
Shrunk this wet Weather, I preſume. [Ex. Galin. 
Don G. alone.) Abſence, the old Remedy for Love, muſt 
e*en be mine: to ſtay and brave the Danger, were Preſump- 
tion: Fare wel, Valencia, then, and fare wel Leonora. And if 
thou can'ſt, my Heart, redeem thy Liberty, ſecure it by 
a Farewel eternal to her dex. | 


| Re-enter Galindo, wvith a Candle, be falls, and puts it 
| 25 ds Is : o | 


Gal. Here's light, Sir So, 1 
Don 6. Well done. You ſottiſh 1 no more 
in my ſight. Paſing anerily into another Chamber. © 
ofa ee Ex. Don Gu. 
Sal. Theſe Boards are fo uneven¶ Ring an | 
as = ; avout 
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about for the Candle.) You ſhall ſee now I ſhall neither 
find the Candle——nor'the Candleſtick ; It ant be fon 
want of ſearching however. 0, ho, have 1 got you? 
enough, I Il look for your Companion to- mo ggẽẽꝗ)mꝰp. 


Enter Don Pedro and Den: John. 


Don P. Where are we now: * 
Don F. We are in the Apartment I told you of 
— 7 hear ſomething ſtir Ten to one but 
'tis he. | *, N 

Gal. Don't J hear ſome what? No — when one has 
Wine in one's Head, one has ſuch a buſtle in one's, Ears. 
4 P. [te Don John.] Who is that talking to him- 
ſelf? 

Don F. Tis bis Servant, I know his Voice, keep ſtill. 
Sal. Well; ſince my Maſter has baniſhed me his fight, 
I'Il redeem by my Obedience, what I have loſt by my De: 
bauch. I'll go ſleep twelve Hours in ſome melancholy 
Hole where the Devil ſhan't find me. Yes. [Ex. Galin. 
Don J. He's gone; but huſh, I bear Tome - body 
coming. ts | 83 ; 
Don G. Ho there, will no body bring Light? [Behind 
the Scene.) Ep 77 

Don P. Tis Guzman. 
Don F. Tis ſo, prepare. 1 
Don P. Shall I own wy, Weakneſs, I feel an inward 
Check, I wiſh this could be done ſome other = . 

Don J. Diſtraction all! is this: a time to balance? Think 
on the Injury he would have done you, twill fortify your 
Arm, and guide your Dagger to his Heart, 
Don P. Enovgh, I'll_hefitate no more; be fatisfy'd ; 
hark, he's coming. 2 £2 MG 


Don Guzman paſſes the Stage. 


Don G. I think theſe Rogues are reſolved to leave me in 
the dark all Night. WRIT [ Exit Don Gu. 
a Don J. Now's your time, follow him, and ſtrike 
ome, 5 f 

Don P. To his Heart, if my Dagger will reach it. [Dor 
Pedro fullenys bim.) | 1 


* 


g 


Don J. {4fde.] If one be kill'd I'm fatisfy'd 3 tis ne 


® Re-anter 


/ * 
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Re-enter Don Guzman, Don Pedro. following ** abith bis 


Dagger ready to ftrike. 
Don G. [A/ide.} My Chamber -Door's lock d, and 1 
think I hear ſomebody tread—— Who's there ? No- 


body anſwers. But ſtill I hear tomething ſtir. Holo 
there! Sancho, are you all drunk? fome Lights here 
quickly. ö | [ Exit; 


Don Guzman paſſes by the Corner where Don John fands, 
and goes off the Stage; Don Pedro following bim, flabs 
Don John. : OH: | 
Don P. [ Aide.) I think I'm near him now Trai- 
tor, take that, my Wife has ſent it thee, | 
Don F. Ah, I'm dead, | 
Don P. Then thou haſt thy Due. 
Don J. I have indeed, tis I that have betray'd thee. 
Don P. And'tis I that am reveng'd on thee for doing 


it. 

Don J. I wou' d have forc'd thy Wif. 

Don P. Die then with the Regret to have fail'd in thy 
Attempt. | 1 

Don J. Farewel, if thou can'ft forgive me——{dies.] 

Don P. I have done the Deed, there's nothing left but 
to make our Eſcape. Don Jobn, where are you? let's be 
gone, I hear the Servants coming. 


Lopez knocks hard at the Door, 


 Lop. Open there quickly, open the Door. rr 
Don P. That's Lopez, we ſhall be diſcover'd. But tis 

no great matter, the Crime will juſtify the Execution; but 

where's Don John? Don Jobn, where are you? | 


Lopez knocks again. 


Lop. Open the Door there, quickly. Madam, I ſaw 
'em both paſs the Wall, the Devil's in't if any good comes 
on't. 

Leo. I am frightened out of my Senſes: ho, Iſabella ? 

Don P. Tis Leonora. Site's welcome, With her own 
Eyes let her ſee her Guzman dead. 


Enter 
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Enter Don Guzman, Leonora, Iſabella, Jacinta ad Loper, 
| with Lights. 2 


Don P. Ha, What is't I ſee? Guzman alive? Then 
who art thou? [Looking on Don John. 5 
Don G. Guzman alive! Yes, Pedro, Guzman is alive. 

Don P. Then Heaven is juſt, and there's a Traitor 


| [ weeps.] Alas, Don John. | 
Lop. [ Looking upon Don John.] Bonus Nocius. 
Don G. What has produced this bloody Scene ? 
Don P. Tis I have been the Actor in't, my Poniard, 
Guzman, I intended in your Heart : I thought your Crime 
_ deferv'd it: but I did you wrong, and my Hand in ſearch- 
ing the Innocent, has by Heaven's juſtice, been directed 
to the Guilty. Don John, with his lat Breath, confeſs'd 
himſelf the Offender. Thus my Revenge is ſatisfied, and 
you are clear d. | | | | 
Don G. Good Heaven, how equitable are thy Judg- 
ments! | 
Don P. [To Leo.] Come, Madam, my Honour now is 
fatisfied, and if you pleaſe my Love may be ſa too. 
Leo, If it is not, 1 


You to yourſelf alone ſhall owe your Smart, 5 
Fer where I've given my Hand, I'll give my Heart. 


) 
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EPILOGUE, 
Spoken by Mrs. O/djeld. 


| HAT ſay you, Sirs, d'ye think my Lady'll "ſcape? 
| "Ti 4 Uh hard to Tr a Fav ige e 
$hou'd Guzman, like Don John, break in upon ber, 
For all her Virtue, Heaven ! bave Mercy on ber: 
Her Strength, I doubt 's in his Irreſolution, 
There's wond'rous Charms in vig rous Execution, 
Indeed you Men are Fools, you won't believe 
What dreadful Things we Women can forgive: 
I know but one we never do paſs by, 
And that you plague us with eternally ; 
When in your courtly Fear to diſoblige, | 
You won't attack the Town which you beſiege : 
Your Guns are light, and planted out of Reach : 
D'ye think with Billet-doux to make a Breach ? 
Jig Small-Shot all, and not a Stone will fly : 
Walls fall by Cannon, and by firing nigh : 
In fluggi/h dull Blockades you keep the Field, 
And ſtarve us ere we can with Honour yield. 
In bort 


We can't receive thoſe Terms ycu gently tender, 
But florm, and we can anſwer our Surrender. 
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